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Un Sleeping Beauty by Maria Herring 


HAPPILY EVER AFTER IS A LIE. The minute she came home she knew that was true. 

“Day,” she said ina voice that she barely heard. “Can you come here, please?” 
She reached out to shut the open eyelids on her father's staring face. They felt cold and 
waxy under her fingertips; she managed not to recoil, but she couldn't gulp down the cry of 
horror rising from her throat. 

“Day,” she whimpered. “Please come in here.” 

He said he would wait for her in their father's antechamber—ever since his illness 
started, Day had found all manner of excuses not to enter his father's chamber—but per- 
haps he'd got bored of waiting and decided to go back to their rooms in the tower. They'd 
found many exciting new things at the Four-Kingdom Fair this morning and evidently play- 
ing with them was of more import than visiting their sick father. Though he wasn't sick any 
more, was he? 

He was dead. 

Sobs threatened to choke her so she gave in to them, her body shaking, until she 
was purged of this first wave of grief. Then she stood, knowing that she would have to re- 
Port this tragic news to the Queen, that her husband was dead. The kingdom, though 
aware of his illness over these last months, had the right to know and mourn the loss of its 
leader. 

Ina daze she walked back to the door, but before she could open it, it swung in- 
wards. A wave of irrational guilt swept through her so forcefully that she had to steady her- 
self by holding onto the door knob. Framed in the doorway, her jaded beauty rendering her 
grotesque, was her mother. 

“What are you doing here, Dawn?” 

“Your Majesty,” she Said, trying to curtsey, but her legs were too weak. She 
gripped the door knob even tighter. “I came to visit... The king is dead, your Majesty.” 

‘The Queen pushed her aside and swept into the room. An unpleasant waft of the 
pungent herbs she used to keep herself awake each night surrounded Dawn and she 
gagged. But that was preferable to the feeling that enveloped her next. 

Her mother, the Queen, looked long and hungrily at the lifeless corpse of her hus- 
band, the King. Then she started laughing 

She laughed, and she laughed, and she laughed. 

Even when she had climbed to the very top of the winding staircase, Dawn still heard her 


mother cackling far below. Shivering, she knew it wasn't because of the cold draughts 
sighing through the tower. The narrow door, the only entrance to their chambers, was 
firmly closed and she pushed on it to gain entrance. Her bother, Day, was sitting near to 
the open fireplace, his back to her, all his attention fixed on the treasures they found at the 
market that moming 

His hair was as pale a blond as hers was, though cut shorter to his shoulders 
while hers swam down her back. They shared the same pale skin, the same blue eyes, the 
same small, pink mouth. They were twins in every way save for the fact that she mourned 
her father. 

"You didn't wait for me,” she said. 

“waited long enough,” said Day, without tuming. “But I knew Mother would arrive 
soon to oversee Father's luncheon. This really is remarkable, look; when | turn this, first 
the archer walks, then he pulls an arrow from his quiver, nocks it and—oh! See how far it's 
flown! Ifwe hadn't slept for a hundred years, do you think we could make such remark- 
able things ourselves?" Finally, he turned to look at his sister. “What's wrong with you?” 

“Father's dead.” 

‘There was a pause, and Day frowned. “Oh.” 

“Mother is with him now.” 

“Lexpect she's rather happy about it” 

Dawn marched to a chair close to the fire in a few, angry steps and threw herself 
into it. "Why would you say that?" 

Looking at her with something like pity, Day said, “She hardly hid the fact she de- 
spised him, did she? All my growing life she's spoken nothing but evil words to him when 
she believed no one was listening.” Dawn's face was a tapestry of incomprehension so he 
elaborated. “Before we were sent to this cursed place” —he swept his gaze over their 
cylindrical surroundings— “I'd be woken in the night by her screeching, so I'd sit out in the 
corridor outside their private chambers and listen. She hated him.” 

“But Father woke her from that wicked enchantment!” 

“Perhaps,” said her brother, “but he did something else before that. Something for 
which Mother has never forgiven him.” 

“What?” Her grief was slowly tuming to dread. “And how do you know? Why did 
you never tell me?" 

Day sighed. “You always loved Father, and because of that there are many things 
Inever told you.” 


On his tenth birthday, Day was deemed old enough for his first hunt. King Philip marked 
the occasion with the necessary pomp, and the young prince looked upon his twin sister's 
envy with glee. A pony she may well have been gifted with, but he was gifted with a young 
stallion that the palace stables had reared especially for him—and now he was allowed to 
ride out on the hunt with it, and his father, and all their barking, leaping, frenzied dogs. It 
was the last good memory he had of him. 

He leaped into the saddle from his father's back, enjoying the warm smell of the 
well-oiled leather, and twisted around to wave at his sister. She glowered at him, her blue 
eyes flashing fire; but the laugh that bubbled up from his stomach was suddenly quashed 
by the sight of his mother. Standing upon the top step of the elaborate staircase which 
floated down from the palace and into the courtyard, she stared. The sun fell upon her and 
he saw her mint-green gown was grubby around the hem and elongated cuffs. Several of 
the pearis and precious stones that adorned it were missing, their absence signalled by 
strands of silver thread that poked out of the rich material like broken spider legs. It looked 
as though she had plucked them herself out of boredom, or despondency. 

This wasn't the queen so adored by her people, nor the queen whose portrait was 
painted three-score times by artists whose works hung in places of honour all over the 
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palace. But more than the disarray of her attire, it was the expression on her face that 
frightened him most. It was vacant. Emotionless. Nota single spark of joy was to be 
found there on the anniversary of her children's birth. 

‘The hunting homs trumpeted, and King Philip clapped his son's shoulder from his 
own steed. “Ready, my boy?" 

Day dragged his eyes away from his mother's empty face and nodded. The hunt- 
ing dogs raced each other out of the courtyard, and the horses trotted after them 

‘The hunt was more frightening than it was exhilarating—Day couldn't understand 
the compulsion the king and his knights had for the sport. Several times he'd nearly lost 
his batance in his saddle as his young steed galloped to keep up with the other horses. He 
pitied the noble stag that was brought down by a flock of arrows and mauled by the dogs, 
and he felt revulsion when his father bloodied him as was the tradition of the first kill. 

“This is a proud day, my boy.” said King Philip. “Tell me, are you proud?” 

“Yes, Father,” he said dutifully, pretending not to feel the skin on his face tighten 
as the stag's blood cooled and dried. 

‘The ride back to the patace was more sedate, and now that the fear of falling and 
failure had passed, Day recalled his mother. 

“You seem pensive, son. Are you well?” 

Day nodded. Then said, “Mother seemed distant this moming.” 

King Philip grunted. 

“And now | think of it, | can't recall her ever looking glad on our birthday.” 

‘The king sighed. “You must understand, son, that your mother is ... troubled. 

Ever since her waking she has been afraid to sleep again.” 

know that she banned magic from our kingdom.” 

‘The king stiffened and spoke so quietly that Day barely heard him: “Yes, she did.” 

“But that doesn't explain why she refuses to celebrate our birthday—we weren't 
the cause of her enchantment.” 

“No, you weren't. Quite the opposite in fact.” He smiled sadly. “When Talia 
awoke with the kingdom, the people were so happy. They rejoiced to see her, and while 
she held court | went to fetch you and your sister—you were but a few moons old, but hap- 
pier children | couldn’t have hoped for. | introduced you both to the court and told how you, 
Day, had sucked the enchanted flax from your mother's finger and broken the spell. The 
court cheered, and that day she was happy, and clasped you both tight to her breast. But 
as the season passed, she grew ever more distant from all of us. | don’t know why.” 

But Day did. 

Dawn gazed open-mouthed at her brother, his mechanical toy now forgotten. “He violated 
her,” she whispered. “While she was under the enchantment. No wonder she hated him.” 
Day nodded. “And we are the rotten fruit of that violation.” Her voice caught in her throat 
and she clamped her hands to her mouth. 

Day said, “Father told me that story five years gone, and shortly after Mother 
found the wise woman who gives her herbs to stay awake. Not long afer that, father be- 
‘came ill” 

“You don't think Mother's responsible?” 

Day shrugged a shoulder and absently reached for his mechanical toy. “It was 
‘she who fed him soup every lunch-time, and he never got well again, did he?” 

Dawn felt her chest constrict, breathing became painful. She wanted to tell Day 
he lied, but she was unable. Then the door crashed open. 

‘The constant draught blew in the heavy, pungent stink of their mother's herbs, and 
there she stood in the doorway. Carrying two bowls of soup on a tray. 

“You must be hungry after your morning at market,” she said. “Let me watch you 
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eat. 


‘Dawn awoke to a cool hand pressed against her forehead 

“Are you well?” said Day. There was concer in his voice, but also weakness, 

"Yes. Are you?" 

“Yes.” 

She sat up, and realised they had both lied. Her head swam and her stomach 
threatened to empty itself again. Memories of her and Day voiding their bellies not long 
after they had eaten the soup came rushing back to her, and she groaned. But at least the 
convulsing pains had gone. 

“I wonder,” said Day, “if you believe now that Mother was responsible for Father's 
death?” 

“It could just be a coincidence ...” 

He shook his head. “When has the queen ever condescended to serve her chil- 
dren their meal? And she's certainly never been interested in whether or not we finish it. 
‘She didn’t leave until you were in pain, then she knew her poison was working. | imagine 
she had no desire to smell the results.” 

Now that he had brought her attention to it, their chambers stank; the acidic, rank 
stink of vomit. She felt her stomach heave again, but managed to control it. She didn’t 
know why she had difficulty believing Day's theory; she'd always been afraid of Mother. In 
her father's presence she'd always felt loved, and safe; but her mother? She couldn't recall, 
any emotion ever passing across her face. When she was very young, Dawn had ever 
been distracted by her mother's beauty, perhaps mistaking it for love. But over the last five 
years her beauty had waned dramatically and inspired only fear in her daughter. She'd be- 
lieved that the herbs to invoke wakefulness were to blame for the change in her appear- 
ance, but what if it were something more sinister than that? 

“You believe,” said Dawn finally, “that Mother hated Father enough to kill him 
slowly over the years because he violated her while she was enchanted.” 

Day nodded. “And as the product of that violation, she hates us too. Do you want 
to suffer the same fate as Father?" 
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“Then we must do something.” 

“What can we do? Run away? The furthest we've ever been from the Palace is 
the marketplace, so how would we know where to run? And when Mother discovers our 
absence, she'll send guards after us, and they certainly know their way around the Four 
Kingdoms better than we do.” 

“Iwasn't thinking about running away,” said Day patiently. 

“Then what?” 

He stood up from her side and beamed down at her. He'd recovered quickly from 
his bout of sickness, it seemed, and that gave Dawn hope. 

“Do you know where the entrance to the Old Forest is?” 

Dawn shook her head. 

“it's just beyond the marketpace.” 

“How do you know that?” It irked her a little that her twin was more knowledgeable 
than she. 

“Lasked a trader from one of the Four Kingdoms.” 

uk 

“He didn't know that we're not allowed to talk about that place any more; and he 
was hardly likely go running to our queen and tell her someone had been asking questions, 
was he? Anyway, | know how to get there.” 

“We can't hide in the Old Forest for the rest of our lives. How will we eat?” 

Day giggled, making him sound much younger than his fifteen years. “We're not 
going there to live, silly. We're going there to find the three fairies. They knew Mother for 
all her life before she was enchanted, so they would be willing to help us, I'm sure.” 

Dawn felt coldness seep from her head to her toes, as though she were standing 
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beneath a slow but icy waterfall. “Mother would be fearsome angry if she knew we visited 
magic folk. Magic is banned from our kingdom, or had you forgotten that?” 

“Of course I hadn't,” said Day, and tutted. “But who's going to tell her?" 

“She'll know when the three fairies use magic against her!” 

“Not if they cast a spell that takes all the evil and bitterness out of her. Then she'll 
again be the kind and beautiful queen that the people remember.” 

‘Worrying at the cuffs of her gown, Dawn recognised the shaking feeling inside of 
her as fear; but there was something else there, something warmer. Was it hope? “Do you 
think they could do that?” 

“We'll have to go to the Old Forest to find out. Nightfall has long since passed and 
there are many hours until dawn. If we go now, no one will notice.” 

“Mother never sleeps.” 

I know, but she doesn’t haunt the palace grounds, does she? From here we can 
go to the orchard and climb over the wallit's not as high or as well-repaired because the 
Toots from the trees have broken the foundations. Will you come?” 

She stood slowly from the chair, anticipating nausea but none came. “As long as | 
can change this spoiled gown, and as long as we can pick some fruit.” She smiled at her 
brother. “I'm feeling hungry.” 

"Me too. Let's go.” 


Night had never held any particular terror for Dawn; in fact, she rather enjoyed it Dreams 
of the old magical days could be had, and often she danced with fairies, wove spells with 
wizards and explored the ancient ways. But never before had she been enveloped in night. 
Trees in the orchard looked like twisted old men instead of the comforting natural sanctuary 
she'd always felt it to be. Something so simple as climbing a wall became exhilarating 

Day spoke to her in hushed tones, the dark dampening all sounds, even those 
closest to her, while she scrabbled across the fallen boulders that had once constituted the 
palace wall. Then they were running. She felt such a sense of excitement that it seared 
her chest and she found herself wanting to cry out. Underneath the trees of the orchard it 
may have been dark, but out here in the broad, empty streets that led to the marketplace it 
was surprisingly bright. Glancing up, she saw the moon, waxing gibbous, illuminating all of 
the Four Kingdoms. Never had she realised its strength or the extent of its reach. 

Skirting the edge of the marketplace, Dawn was so surprised by how different it 
looked in the light of the moon instead of the brightness of the sun that she felt dizzy. The 
stalls were still there, permanent fixtures in the square so the traders only had to concen 
themselves with bringing and plying their wares, but they were shuttered, dark. Lonely. 
The very antithesis of what a market should be. But soon they were past it, and ahead of 
them she saw a line of trees coming ever closer. 

“That's it?" she whispered to Day. Something about the dark quiet of the night 
‘compelled her to keep her voice low. “That's the Old Forest?” 

“Yes.” 

“But it's so close!” 

“Fifteen years we've grown and lived in the palace and we never knew where it 
was. Don't you find that ... interesting?” 

Most likely she would have, had she been allowed to ponder. But the flagstone 
‘square of the marketplace became cobbled walkways, which became mud tracks, and 
soon they left all civilised paths altogether and were running, pulling their knees almost up 
to their chests, through long grass and scrub. Straight into the Old Forest. 

‘The sudden dark hit them both at the same time and they stopped dead as though 
they'd just run headiong into a stone wall. Dawn reached for her brother's hand and he 
took it without comment. After many thumping heartbeats, she realised she could see sil- 
ver Shafts of moonlight slicing through the uppermost branches of the ancient trees which 
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lit the way to some extent. There was no path to speak of, but there were deer-tracks— 
and who better to follow through the maze than the inhabitants? With rustling footsteps, 
hands clasped tightly, shoulders and hips touching, Dawn and Day went ever deeper 
amongst the trees. 

“Where do you think we'll find the magic folk?" said Dawn. Under the weight of 
the trees her voice sounded closer to ears than it normally did. 

“I don't know. Perhaps the very heart of the forest. Certainly not where it borders 
‘our Kingdom, though. | don't doubt the folk heard about the queen's ban of all things magi- 
ear 

“But that means we could be walking through here for days!” 

She was wrong. The moon appeared so suddenly that, after the deep gloom of 
the forest, she was blinded. In her confusion she tripped, pulling Day down with her. The 
stench of burnt wood filled her nostrils, iritating her throat, and she coughed. Pushing her- 
self up onto her knees, she looked up, and gasped. The sudden intake of breath had her 
‘coughing again, wisps of smoke made her eyes water. 

“What happened here?" she croaked, looking towards her brother. His mouth was 
agape, his eyes just as wide. She'd finally posed a question his seemingly boundless 
knowledge couldn't answer, but it didn’t please her. She turned back to the decimation that, 
stretched out in front of her, now cruelly lit by the cloudless, moonlit sky. 

‘Wisps of steam rose from the ground as though there had been a heavy rain and 
the sun was now drying it. Except the heat wasn't coming from the air, it was coming from 
the ground. Far ahead and away on all sides towards the horizon, the ground glowed. A 
soft SUSUTTUS filled the air, sounding like the fireplace in their tower chambers when the em- 
bers within cooled and crackled, and Dawn realised that was precisely what was happening 
all around her. Instead of trees and scrub and forest fauna underfoot there was only char- 
coal and embers and ash. 

“Day; what happened here?” 

“Evidently, a fire.” 

“But how? And when? Surely we'd have seen the smoke even from the palace— 
and the ground is still smouldering. It can’t have happened very long ago—why didn't we 
see any smoke?” 

“I don't know.” He looked at her, and the despair she saw in his eyes frightened 
her. “But | don't think we're going to find the three fairies here any more.” Casting a glance 
back over his shoulder through the trees from which they'd just come, he heaved a sigh 
and started walking, keeping close to the trunks so as not to step on the glowing ground. 
Dawn followed without another word. 


The gibbous moon had set by the time the twins had skirted the forest destruction. Soon 
the first blush of daybreak would arrive, and Dawn became acutely aware that it wouldn't 
bbe long until the queen noticed their absence. They'd achieved nothing with their noctumal 
escapade, the palace guard would be sent out on the hunt to bring them back, and when 
the sun reached its zenith their mother would appear carrying bowls of poison for them to 
sup. Sharp and icy fingers of despair crept up her back and threatened to push her into the 
abyss. 

“Dawn, are you listening to me?” 

She looked up, realising that Day had tumed and was peering into her face, clasp- 
ing her shoulder. She blinked. 

“I said, look over there—can you see the cook-fires? | think there are people liv- 
ing there.” 

‘Taking a few steps away from him she focused ahead to where his finger pointed 
and she could, indeed, see cook-fires. They threw flickering shadows, and the closer the 
twins went, the more Dawn realised she was looking at a series of makeshift abodes— 
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more than that; a whole colony. Most of the materials used were tom and dirty hides sus- 
pended from limbs of trees at the edge of the forest with twine; some were no more than 
hovel skeletons constructed from bumt tree limbs rectaimed from the fire and thatched with 
living branches woven together so that leaves appeared to grow from dead wood. 

Only a few steps away now, Dawn was overwhelmed with the thick, sour stench of 
a poorly dug midden and her empty stomach heaved at the assault. Mingling with this was 
the aroma of porridge cooked over open fires, and the sharp odour of unwashed bodies. 
The crackling of cook-fires was overlaid with the soft murmuring of voices, conscious that 
anything above a whisper would easily disturb their neighbours in their crudely built homes. 
But as the twins revealed themselves the sighing conversation stopped. For only a heart- 
beat, Dawn saw a queer assortment of magical folk that she recognised from an illegal text 
Day had saved from their mother's first wave of magical suppression: pixies, elves and 
sprites; fauns, dwarves and nymphs. But no sooner had the human twins announced their 
arrival by walking up to the first cook-fire, then all the little folk disappeared into various 
huts and lean-tos close by. Only one figure remained where he was, and he fixed a steely 
glare upon the two children. 

“What are you doing here?” he said. His voice was soft and low, and he spoke in 
a way that reminded Dawn of the nobility at court. She imagined it would be a pleasant 
voice to listen to if it weren't accompanied by such a fearsome glower. An iron-grey beard 
flowed from his chin to his stomach, and was the same colour as the hair that swarmed 
about his head like a fog. Hair and beard were as filthy and matted as the rags he wore. 

“I would ask you the same question,” said Day. “What happened to the Old For- 
est? Why are you all living here in this ...” 

“Ghetto,” the old man finished for him. “And unsurprising that one as high-born as 
you wouldn't know such a word.” 

“What makes you think we're high-born?" 

“Because you offer no deference to your elders.” He stretched out his hands to- 
wards the cook-fire. “And you don't answer questions when asked.” 

Day shifted slightly. “We're looking for the three good fairies.” 

‘The man stood so abruptly that Day shrank back against his sister's side. “What 
mischief is this?" he growled. “Why would you say such a thing?” 

"We mean no offence,” said Dawn, pushing herself forward. “We need their help. 
We'— she looked at Day then back to the old man— ‘we think we're in danger. From 
‘Queen Talia.” 

‘The old man roared, deafening in the pre-dawn quiet. “You dare mention her 
here? Who are you?” He stomped towards them, and Dawn shrunk behind her brother, 
whimpering. 

“Stop frightening my sister,” Day yelled, shocking the man so much that he 
stopped short, a look of surprise sweeping across his face so fast it was almost comical 
“She's telling the truth—we are in danger. The queen poisoned our father, the king, to 
death; and now she's poisoning us. We came here to find the three fairies to see if they 
could help us. We know they knew our mother before her enchantment.” 

‘The old man raised a fluffy eyebrow. “You're the queen's twins?” 

They both nodded. 

“How do we know you're not here to visit more evil on us like she did?” 

The twins looked at each other. Dawn knew the bewilderment etched all over her 
brother's face was exactly mirrored in her own 

“You don't know of what | speak, do you?” 

They both shook their heads. 

Asigh erupted from the old man, causing the wisps of hair framing Dawn's face to 
flutter in its wake. His breath smelled unpleasantly of rotting flesh. “Come and sit by the 
fire,” he said, turing to sit himself. The twins obediently followed. “That your mother 
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wanted your father dead doesn't really surprise me, and | see from the looks on your faces 
that you know the story of your births. It surprises me that she killed him, though.” 

"why?" 

“We thought her anger was directed only at those who wield magic.” 

“She banned it from our kingdom,” said Dawn. 

‘The old man frowned. “She did more than that. She bumed the Old Forest.” 

Dawn gasped. “This was her?" She looked back over the destruction and shud- 
dered 

“Yes. | imagine you two were only just learning to talk when she took it into her 
head to destroy my home and that of all my friends.” 

“But,” said Dawn. “That was fifteen years ago! The Old Forest is still smoulder- 
ing” 

“Where do you think the magic came from?" said the old man. “And why do you 
think all the magic folk lived here? The Old Forest was the magic; it came from the earth 
and spread through the trees. So when your mother burned it, she destroyed our magic. 
But the power here was so strong, and ran so deep into the ground, that it's kept burning 
over the years. Those of us who weren't killed in the firestorm set up home here.” He indi- 
cated the mouldering ghetto around them. “We can’t leave—if the queen knew we were 
still alive she'd kill us instantly.” 

“You're a wizard,” said Day breathlessly. 

“Iwas.” 

“Then why don't you use your power to help you?” 

“Because | was a wizard. A very powerful one. But without the Old Forest, there 
isno magic. And without magic, 'm nota wizard any more.” 

‘There was silence while the twins comprehended all he'd said. 

"So," said Day, ‘the three fairies won't be able to help us.” 

‘The old wizard shook his head sadly. “No. They died in the fire. We still mourn 
their loss.” 

“This is too terrible,” said Dawn, feeling hot tears prickle her eyes. Whether they 
were for the loss and destruction wrought in this ancient place of magic, or fear for her own. 
life now their one chance at changing their mother had been denied, she didn't know. 

“What are we supposed to do now?" wailed Day. 

“I don’t know,” said the old wizard. “But magic won't save you.” 


‘They walked hand in hand while the birds woke and sang in the new day, while the sun 
rose and blanketed the land with its warm light, while the diurnal creatures took the place of 
their noctumal cousins. The whole world was turning, continuing on along the path which it 
knew so well, while the twins wandered out of the ruined Old Forest and into the neighbour- 
ing kingdom belonging to King Henry, the only two people in the world who didn't know 
what to do next. Dawn had put that question to Day but in his despondency he left it an- 
‘swered. And so they walked, not talking, not thinking. Just walking. 

Perhaps it is the nature of every lost child to follow the pathway home, whether 
they think it or not. Thus, when the sun arced across the sky towards midday, Dawn was 
unsurprised to find herself looking at the familiar sight of the Four-Kingdoms market. 

“it's the last day of the market,” she said to her brother, affecting optimism. “Shall 
we stay awhile and see what there is?” 

Day shrugged and wandered towards those sellers which came from King Henry's 
lands. It was well-known that his artificers were the most creative, and that while all three 
of the other kingdoms had turned with the world, his had tured the most. Dawn lingered 
cover the toy-makers' stalls eyeing the walking soldiers and talking dolls; watched incredu- 
lously at the demonstrations given by the weavers who loomed an entire rug while she 
stood there; gaped at the other things just as marvellous. Every time she moved on, she 
looked —— her brother and always he was at the same stall. Surrounded by men 
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only, Dawn decided that whatever was being sold there would be of no interest to her. 

Soon she tired of the mechanical wonders, unlike her brother who would be en- 
chanted for hours yet, and she followed the aromas to the food stalls. It had been two days 
since she'd eaten property and her stomach felt as heavy and empty as a cauldron. 

“There you are,” said Day by her ear. He grabbed her by the arm and pulled her 
through the crowds. “We should go.” 

“Why? Have you seen the palace guard? Are they after us?” 

“No, but we're going back to the palace anyway.” 

Dawn tured her head sharply. His other hand held his cloak tightly to his stom- 
ach, but from the bulk it was evident something was hidden under there. "Why? You know 
as well as | do mother will only bring us more poisoned soup for us to eat” 

“I'm counting on it” 

“What do you mean? And what do you have hidden under your cloak?" 

Day smiled. It wasn’t a nice smile. “Not all magic came from the Old Forest” 


“You must be hungry after your morning at the market,” said the queen, bearing her tray. 
“Ive brought you some soup; let me see you eat it” 

‘They'd arrived only moments before their mother, and Dawn was still breathless 
from their race up the spiral staircase that led to their chambers. Breathing in the stench of 
her herbs made Dawn feel nauseous, and panic clawed at her heart. She looked to her 
brother, his cloak still wrapped tightly about him; surprisingly, he looked calm. 

“We're not eating that,” he said. “I won't let you kill us like you Killed father.” 

Queen Talia laughed like a lunatic. “I rule here, and you will do as | tell you. Once 
'm free of your foul taint, I'l be free of the curse forever.” 

“We're not the curse, Mother; you are,” said Day. “So consumed are you by how 
you were wronged you fail to see all the evil you caused.” 

I caused nothing!” screamed the queen. “If not for the evil enchantment put upon 
me then I wouldn't have been violated by your father, and | wouldn't have given birth to his, 
evil spawn. I've spent my life under the shadow of these evil deeds, I haven't slept since | 
‘awoke these fifteen years past and | can bear it no more — now eat your soup!” 

“No. You may have suffered an evil enchantment, but you were also bestowed 
with three gifts—how quick you are to forget them. And those you had alll for yourseff; the 
entire kingdom suffered the hundred-year sleep, so while the other three kingdoms have 
moved on, we've remained in perpetuity, never advancing because of your aversion to 
magic.” 

“ri not suffer magic in my kingdom,” hissed the queen. 

“Indeed you won't” said her son. Dawn was astonished at his bravery. Never be- 
fore had either of them drawn her into a conversation to explain her actions. “So you killed 
thousands of magic folk by buming the Old Forest. Thousands of lives because one angry 
fairy cursed you—and she was destroyed by Father so he could save you. Unfortunately, 
that led to your violation, so you killed him, didn't you? Yet stil that's not enough. You have 
to take the lives of your children who are innocent of any wrongdoing. You would remove 
any hope of salvation because your heart has become so embittered with revenge. You've 
destroyed this kingdom with your selfish, murderous deeds, but you won't destroy me and 
you won't destroy Dawn.” 

Flinging aside his cloak, he revealed that which he'd kept hidden from Dawn since 
they returned from the market. Though recognisable to her as only one of many mechani- 
cal contraptions of which Day was fond, instinctively she knew it was much more danger- 
‘ous than any of the other playthings he'd purchased. Heavy wood and metal gleamed, 
locking together in intricate complication. 

“What's this?” sneered the queen. “Another one of your technical toys from 
Henry's kingdom?” 
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Pulling an arrow from his belt, he snapped it into place on top of the contraption 
and lifted it to his shoulder. Standing as close to him as she was, Dawn saw the strain of 
effort in her brother's jaw. 

“This is no toy," he said. “It's a crossbow. You may have destroyed the old magic 
that once existed in the forest, but when the outside world moved on, new magic was 
born—the magic of mechanics. You may mock and you may scoff, but i's with this that | 
choose to defeat you.” 

“You truly think you've come that far since your first hunt?” she scoffed, and the 
first offensive strains of lunatic laughter emanated from it; but suddenly there was a deafen- 
ing crack from Day's crossbow, and Dawn screamed in shock. Her own scream was cut 
short by a wail of anger and pain, and she looked to her mother. The arrow, which only a 
heartbeat ago had been sitting atop the crossbow, was now buried deep into the queen's 
chest. A trickle of wine-red blood leaked from around the arrow-shaft, adding to her stained 
and grubby bodice. The tray, laden with two bowls of poisoned soup, clattered to the floor; 
and with shaking hands the queen reached up to her breast. 

“What have you done?” she whispered to the wooden shaft. 

“'ve given you sleep,” said Day. 

Gracefully, Queen Talia fell to her knees, looking up at her children as she did so. 
“Sleep,” she said. And smiled. Molten tears burst from Dawn's eyes and ran down her 
cheeks. 


Running to her, Dawn caught her mother as she fell forward. Her eyes were 
closed yet her mouth smiled, and finally she was the beautiful maiden that Father had al- 
ways talked of, once upon a time, a long time ago. 
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Tho KRoys by Alyne de Winter 


I WAS ONLY SIX when Mama and Papa first took me to the Paris Opera to see a concert 
by the famous pianist Monsieur Amand Guy de Rais. The moment he arrived on the stage, 
tall and elegant, with his wild blue-black hair and dark, sparkling eyes, | was smitten. Sitting 
at the jaws of a glossy beast of a piano, Monsieur played with such fire that my innocent 
soul was branded forever with the agony of passion. Mama recalls me shaking and spatter- 
ing my dress of cameo colored silk with tears. She chided me, but 'd been so seized by the 
violent beauty of his music, by his long fingers flying over the keys, yet touching them with 
exquisite tendemess, that | did not hear her. | couldn't believe it when he suddenly stood up 
and bowed for the applause. | tugged my mother's sleeve: Is it over? It can’t possibly be 
over. Suddenly everyone was towering above me clapping and shouting Bravo! leaving me 
in the dark, my view of Monsieur blocked by coat tails and voluminous gowns. 

Nine years later, we had to flee Paris. The rabble had broken into the Bastille. 
Fear swept us all out of the city on one giant wave. Mama and | ended up in Brittany to stay 
with distant cousins while Papa remained to protect his house and treasure. Those were 
days of great idleness for me. Even after so many years, Monsieur Amand remained my 
ideal of manhood. | had little to do but wander the gardens of the manoir fancying the un- 
bearable sensation of his long pianist's fingers unbuttoning my dress. Imagine the thrill that 
seized me when my cousin Delphine told me of a ruined castle close by that bore the name 
le Chateau de Rais. 

“Mama forbids us ever to go there,” she said. “For itis the abode of highwaymen 
and cutthroats.” 

Nevertheless, | rode the donkey to the fringes of the forest and stopped at the 
base of a high crag. At the top was a grim guard tower scaling high above the bastion of 
‘outward leaning curtain walls of dark blue stone. Foreboding rose out of the ground, silenc- 
ing the earth. Even the birds stopped singing. 


August prowled away with terrible news. Papa had not only lost his treasure, but his head 
to the hateful machinery of that bloodbath, la Revolution. There was also news of Monsieur 
‘Armand. He had arrived in Paris to perform a concert, but was seized by the rabble. Mama, 
in her widow's weeds, wrung her hands more for him than she ever had for poor Papa. 
Mystified by the intensity of her grief, | buzzed with jealousy. How dare she? | stormed 
about the house, stood before the mirrors for ages arranging and re-arranging my wealth of 
pale brown hair, reassuring myself that my mother’s wom features were no match for my 
‘own pearly skin, large gray eyes, or the perfect oval of my face. | changed my gowns be- 
fore the mirror, that was really the eye of Monsieur Armand, like a kind of doll, posing for his 
delectation. Delphine only laughed at me. | laughed back, watching myself in the mirror. 
‘Autumn arrived. Strong winds blew leaves of fire from the trees, denuding them all 
too soon. Winter gales shrieked in from Siberia. News from Paris was all too sporadic. 
‘Mama despaired that we had been asked to move once the roads cleared. Our house in 
Paris had not only been looted but gutted. We would be forced to continue to impose our- 
selves upon others in order to survive. Shame rose up in me like a giant green lily. | was 
immobilized. My mother’s eyes told me | was no longer her daughter, but a burden to be 
disposed of. 
“Too spoiled to work,” she said. “Too lazy and self indulgent to marry down.” 
In the time we had left, Mama grew industrious. Letters flew as fast as the weather permit- 
ted back and forth to relatives, friends... Finally, judging by the light in her eyes, a solution 
had arrived. 
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Iwas to be married. 
‘Never mind that the man in question was twenty-four years my senior, or that his previous 
wives had all died under mysterious circumstances, nor that he lived very far away on his 
‘own island in the Americas. He was rich, an aristocrat, and that was all Mama needed to 
know to give me away. Nevertheless | was excited. Though his image lived in my heart as 
a kind of ideal, | had no hope that a paragon like Monsieur Armand would desire me, let 
alone become my bridegroom. It was enough to know that | would be cared for amid all the 
luxurious trappings | required, in a far-away, fairy tale sort of place. 

‘Shortly after the papers were signed, gifts began to arrive: gowns, coats, jewels, 
lingerie-—all of the latest fashion, most exquisite taste, and, as if my betrothed had already 
seen me, remarkably flattering. The shipments were always accompanied by bouquets of 
white flowers called tuberose whose strong, sweet fragrance warmed me into a kind of sen- 
uous trance. The petals were always slightly brown at the edges for having traveled so far. 
‘Their beauty was therefore brief, but replaced so quickly by another bouquet that I had no 
time to mourn, 

“Mama, when will | meet my betrothed?" | asked, chafing. It was almost Spring. 
The roads would soon be clear under the warmer, drier winds blowing in from the Channel 

You will take the ship to the Island of lati. Monsieur will meet you on the dock,” 
said Mama. 

“1 shall be alone on the ship? With all those sailors?” 

“You won't be entirely alone. Monsieur is sending a chaperone to collect you. She 
should be arriving in a few days. Don't be frightened. | envy your adventure.” 

“What is his name?" 

Mama's brow creased with worry. She paced before the fire, then gave me the 
name as if she were under a curse for revealing it. 

“Monsieur de Rais,” she said. “Monsieur Armand Guy de Rais.” 


Time passed in a dreamlike blur. Next | knew, my luggage and I were being loaded into a 
carriage bound for St. Malo. | waved goodbye to our cousins, kissed Mama. | recall the 
constant shaking and jarring of the coach and my soggy handkerchief. | don’t know why | 
was crying except that | was shattered through and through knowing I was to be married to 
him. It seemed forever before we stopped under the shadow of a passenger ship that 
loomed like a giant whale in the dock. Waiting for me was a small woman in a neat black 
coat. Black as night she was and silent. When she saw me she smiled and made the sign 
of the cross. She immediately pressed a small gift into my hand; a crystal bottle with a sil- 
ver stopper, and gestured that | drink it. Thinking it a welcoming custom from the New 
World, | drank the burning liquid down. Her gladness towards me lightened my heart. It was 
with great anticipation that | followed her onto the ship. 

‘The ocean was sickeningly tumultuous, but the blustering winds filled the sails and 
‘sped the ship along. Quickly, quickly, | thought. You cannot sail quickly enough! 
‘My chaperone was always with me, quiet as my shadow. Only once did she speak. Point- 
ing to a dark mass of hills on the horizon, she smiled and shouted, “Iaiti lait! Home.” 


Dressed in fine white linen, my hat wreathed with chiffon, | felt quite the young bride-to-be 
as | disembarked. It was wild place. Hill rose upon dark hill thick with trees and hot jungle 
flowers. My companion and | walked down the pier to meet an ancient cabriolet with two 
white horses waiting in the mud. The driver, black as my chaperone, lifted his hat and 
smiled in greeting. Where was my betrothed? As the cabriolet pulled off and climbed a 
steep, winding lane into the dusky woods, | could not help fearing what was in store for me 
in that foreign place. 
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At the top of the cif, the ground leveled. We passed through a graveyard of 
stately tombs brightened with blue lamps. Fires burned along the paths. The sound of ci- 
cadas filled the air, the crisping surf of the sea, and the faint, hollow heart-beat of drums. 

By the time we drove through the high gate and stopped in the forecourt of the 
villa, all lit up for my arrival, my gloved, sweaty hand was clutching that of my dark compan- 
ion. The first sight of my beloved was a great shadow looming in the lighted doorway. 

“So, you have arrived in one piece, Lisette,” his voice boomed as | stepped out of 
the carriage. 

froze. He was not at all as | remembered him. He'd grown portly with age and 
over the fine, chiseled features of his face was a full blue-black beard. But the eyes were 
his; no one could mistake them, dark and shining with wit and charm. | stumbled towards 
him with arms outstretched as if | was pleading for my life, smiling as if such a mask could 
fool him. He laughed. 

“O, my litle child so far away from home. Come inside,” he said. 

His embrace was firm. The great bulk, smoothed by his silk dressing gown, was 
cool. Yet as I held him, | recalled the young, handsome version | had carried in my heart for 
ten years, and felt deeply the pangs of first love. 

He regaled me with a feast of spiced meats, aubergines, oysters, and sweet 
cakes glazed with strange fruits. | was quickly drunk, not only on wine, but on the heady 
fragrance of tuberose. Armand grinned as if he expected me to become silly, but | was not. 
Rather | felt languid, cat-like, relaxing into my velvet skin, soaking up rich flavors and per- 
fumes through my every pore. Finally he sat at the piano, lifted the lid on shining keys and 
played 


I woke in a rumpled bed, wrapped in white sheets spotted with blood. | had no memory of 
pain, but of exquisite tortures carried to crisis on the last, passionate crescendos of Liszt 

Of course I was alone, my god-like love having fled with the sunrise. Though | saw no time- 
piece nearby, the entire house was filled with a noise like hundreds of clocks ticking. Dis- 
mayed at my bloodstained nakedness, | threw on the beautiful dressing gown that lay in 
wait for me. | was about to go to the door when it burst open. A monkey came racing across 
the floor, whizzing and spinning around with the most awful racket. When it came at me, | 
screamed. 

Armand entered, laughing. 

“Oh, my little love, you're so amusing. It's only a toy. Vivien has drawn a bath for 
you. I want you to look exquisite for breakfast. Wear the ruby choker. Scarlet suits you so 
oat 

He indicated the pool of liquid jewels on my dressing table. 

“Red jewels around the neck are all the rage in Paris these days,” he said. 


Vivien, a lovely half-caste girl, crossed herself when she saw me, drawing my attention to 
an omate silver Crucifix hanging over her bosom. After my bath, she got me all tricked out 
ina creamy silk sheath with brown edges, my hair up in waves with a sprig of tuberose, 
and the choker like a bloody gash around my neck. 

“Vivien, when are we to be married, Armand and I?” | asked. 

“Why, today, Mademoiselle,” she said. “Why do you think you're all dressed up? 
Here, let me show you your veil.” 

Vivien went to the wardrobe and pulled out a mile of sheer white chiffon. 

“See? We put that over your head with a crown of tuberose. You'll look lovely, 
Mademoiselle.” 

“Why always tuberose?” | asked. 

“it's Monsieur's favorite.” 

‘The house reeked of it. 
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“I should like real roses,” | said. “Red roses to go with my jewels.” 

Vivien wrapped the veil up silently. 

“And what is that constant ticking sound?” | asked. “Doesn't it drive you mad?” 
“It's Monsieur's collection,” she said. “Perhaps Jean del Jean will show it to you.” 

As if he'd been summoned, a wizened little black man appeared at the door. With 
a short bow, he held out his large, square hand, offering to escort me. 

"Your new home,” he said, crossing himself as he took my hand. He too wore a 
heavy Crucifix. 

‘There was a long passage lined with cabinets, and behind the glass, moving in 
‘mechanical rhythm to their ticking, were hundreds of automatons. Beautiful wax heads, 
long necks, blinking glass eyes, all women. Some played musical instruments, mechanical 
parodies of melody. 

“They're like music boxes,” | said. “Ingenious” 

Jean del Jean smiled and bowed with a flourish towards the cabinets. A few china 
dolls were mixed in, eyes staring wide in their frozen faces like the dead. Jean del Jean 
held up a long black key and opened one of the doors. Out came a large doll with a pow- 
dered wig and beauty spots, wearing a choker of rubies like my own, 

“Le Reine Marie,” Jean del Jean said. He laughed as he grasped the key in her back and 
wound her up. The jaw moved and emitted a mechanical voice. 
Permettez-eux de manger le gateau. 

“Let them eat cake,” | said laughing at the infamous phrase. 

‘The figure’s head spun round and round, unscrewing up the length of its neck, 
ticking louder until it popped off. Jean de! Jean caught it in his hand as a stream of red rib- 
bons spewed out of the neck cavity. He held the small head out to me laughing uproari- 
ously. I recoiled 


He was waiting for me at the gleaming breakfast table dressed in a black tailcoat and white 
cravat. He stood up as |, ungracefully hindered by the soft, clinging layers of my skirt, ap- 
proached. His smile faded. His eyes clouded darkly. | must have registered fright, for, aS 
we sat down, his smile lit up again. Like a dog, I smiled back, hating my clumsiness. 

“Bon appétit, my love,” he said raising his glass of wine to me. | mirrored his ges- 
ture. I'd never drunk wine with breakfast before, but it did calm me. “Eat your croissant and 
peaches for now, then we shall repair to the garden to be married.” 

‘There was a little present beside my plate, tied with a red ribbon. 

“Open it my love. It is from my private collection.” 

Itwas an ivory box, about the length of my hand. With a tum of a litle key, the lid 
‘opened. Inside was an ivory lady lying on an ivory couch, propped on one elbow, and com- 
pletely nude. | gasped 

“Agift from the Orient,” Armand said. “From a bordello in Shanghai.” 

| closed the box, blushing. 

“Thank you,” | said. “Who is coming? Are there guests?” | felt sharply alone. 
Would Mama completely forget about me? 

“It is a shame your mother did not come with you, but you have me now.” 

I nodded. The wine sprang to my head. A veil fell over my eyes. Someone helped 
me up. I was soon on Armand’s arm standing in a garden of bright flowers before a black 
priest_A ring was on my hand, but | had no ring for Armand. | was about to ask for it, when 
my husband grabbed me and fastened his lips on mine. Waves of fire rippled through me 
so hot, | fainted. Stung by smelling salts, | awoke sitting at the end of a banqueting table. 
Through the fiery glow of a silver candelabrum | saw a tall, frilly wedding cake, vases of 
tuberose and, so far away | could hardly see him, was my great love, now my husband, Ar- 
mand. 

There were guests, all artistes, glittering and posing like actors on a stage. Hold- 
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ing me tightly, Armand introduced me. | tried to make it a happy occasion. Shouldn't all 
weddings be happy? Soon the sun was going down, cicadas sang, the house ticked. When 
he went to the piano and opened the keys, everyone draped themselves around it in wor- 
ship. As he played I was six years old again, spilling fiery tears over my gown. 


“Well, my litle love, that was lovely,” Armand said throwing his cufflinks on the dressing 
table. “I have been called away. I'm leaving in the moming...” 
“But, we have just been married!” | protested. 
“It can't be helped. While | am away, you must confine yourself to this suite of rooms. This 
house is very old. It isn't safe to wander the upper rooms. They've been walled off for 
decades.” 
“How long will you be away?” | asked. 
He raised one eyebrow. “As long as it takes.” 
In one moment he'd thrown off his coat and trousers, and pinned me down on the bed. | 
was delirious! | gave myself up to him, hoping, in my heart, that that would be enough to 
make him stay. 

Itwasn't. Despite my pleading, he left me. 
“He doesn't love me,” | sobbed. 


‘The house was built on a high cliff overlooking the sea. The ground floor, our suite, stood 
‘on level ground at the foot of a steep mountain. The two upper stories climbed the rocky 
slope, connected by crumbling stairways. Those higher floors looked very old and treacher- 
‘US under their red tiled roofs, overgrown by moss and flowering vines. As the days wore 
‘on, I sat in the garden gazing up at the forbidden zone. The servants kept their distance, 
watching. At night, drums and singing filtered over the surf. The house ticked. 

Jean del Jean showed me more of Armand's collection, taking me into closets 
Where mechanical women sat in powdered wigs dealing cards, or glided across the floor on 
rails, waltzing alone. Jean del Jean dusted them, oiled their wooden parts, kept them 
wound up. In another room, stood cabinets of gleaming bottles filled with potions and 
elixirs, like the one given to me in St. Malo. I'd seen them at table, full, and then empty. 

‘One evening, a large folio album appeared near the fire where | sat writing letters 
to Mama. Amid notices of Armand’s concert tours, playbills, pressed flowers, and invita- 
tions to aristocratic houses, were engravings-—wedding pictures of my young, handsome 
Armand and his three wives. His first wife glistened with jewels. Clearly older than Ar- 
mand, coifed blonde hair, high cheekbones, melting eyes, Polish aristocracy. The next wife 
wore a powdered wig, beauty spots, deep décolleté. An actress with firtatious eyes. The 
third was of a darker aspect. Her gaze was hypnotic, her fingers long and pointed. She 
was a singer, but there was something of the witch about her. Jealousy assailed me. | 
slammed the album shut and stared at the crackling fire. The fact that they were dead 
didn’t matter. | was nothing to Armand. An afterthought. 


‘So many days passed, waiting, that | lost count. | wrote every day to my mother, begging 
her to come. Each evening, | dressed in a different gown to dine alone. | indulged in lacy 
pastries, crystalline wines, toyed with the empty elixir bottles that were always beside my 
plate. In time the monotonous ticking of the automatons receded, and | could hear the faint, 
haunting melody of a piano playing. The music filled my head; | grew listless with its melan- 
choly notes. Then the ticking sound began to wander in again, to intrude into my mind. 
Jean del Jean appeared, carrying a little windup doll. He wouldn't let me see it, but, taunt- 
ing playfully, lured me down forbidden corridors where he unexpectedly vanished 

‘One day, he abandoned me before an open stairway leading up into darkness. A 
piano was playing. Voices. Who was up there? 
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touched the rubies at my throat as if | feared for my head. Curiosity drove me up 
the stairs. At the top was a vine-entangled pergola, and more stairs. The music grew louder 
as | climbed. | found an open door, and stepped inside. The suite was of another age en- 
tirely. Bouquets of tuberose filled the room, their sweetness masking an insidious odor. A 
grand stairway rose up to an open door. 

A lady stood before a tall mirror letting Vivien brush her long, raven hair. The reflected eyes 
were empty, the over-painted features (| stifled a gasp) were those of Armand’s third wife! 
Had | married a secret bigamist? As I backed away, she tumed so woodenly, | wondered if 
she were perhaps only an exceedingly lifelike automaton. Fanatical collectors often sought 
to innovate, to improve the objects of their passion, did they not? All unseeing, she crossed 
the room with heavy, dragging steps. Vivien guided her into a high-backed chair, and 
crossed herself. 

“Now, Madame Aglentine, you wait there. Monsieur Armand will be down shortly.” 

What? 

Madame Aglentine said nothing, only stared towards a sun-bright window where a 
‘small bird fluttered and cried, caught in a tangle of bougainvillea. 

Vivien was coming out. | rushed down another passage, hurried across a gallery 
to a narrow stairway mounting higher into the house where the music was crashing towards 
climax. When | got to the landing, the piano rang into silence. A door was open on a richly 
decorated bedchamber. He was there, with his back to me, embracing a lady in.a pow- 
dered wig, kissing her hungrily. My heart sank. Armand! Finally, he released her. Her head 
remained tilted back on her swan-like neck. Her heavy makeup was smeared and her lips, 
still wet from kissing, were blue. Armand jerked away. The lady's posture did not change. 

“Hettie!” he shouted. My chaperone stepped out from behind the bed curtains. “Fix 
her face. It disgusts me.” 

Armand grabbed Hettie and shoved her towards the dressing table. She picked up 
a handkerchief and began, with slow, stiff movements, wiping the lady's face. The exposed 
skin was slightly green. 

“Sit her in a chair while you wipe that wretched mask off,” my husband shouted. In 
a temper he sat down at the grand piano and pounded on the keys something horrible. “Oh 
yes. Oh yes!” he said. “Music. It always does what I want.” 

‘The lady looked just like Armand's second wife. But her eyes were not flirtatious, 
more like hollows in the face of an eyeless doll. Stil, actress to the core, she smiled 

Thad no words, no concept for what I saw, but I was jealous as a hornet. 

“Mistresses! They are his mistresses. Made up to look like his dead wives,” | 
shrieked to myself. “Ohhh!” 

‘My stomach heaving, I raced on silent feet down a passage praying it led out to the gar- 
dens, and fresh sea air, free of the sickening under-smell of tuberose. | arrived at another 
pergola-covered stairway leading precariously up to the top floor of the house. The way 
back down was blocked by Jean del Jean, ticking into the room I'd just left, so | had no. 
choice but to ascend. 

I barged through a mossy blue door into a dark entryway. A very tall black man with wide, 
staring eyes loomed up to stop me going in. 

“lam Madame de Rais,” | said, breathlessly. “You must let me pass.” 

His swerved and stepped stiffly aside. As I hurried along the ruined passageway, | met an- 
other such person, another and another, each blindly attempting to block me. My name got 
me through, but their thick, shuffling steps came after me in the dark. Dreading what | 
would see if | looked back, | blundered into a room filled with white flowers. 
‘Awoman stood with her back to me. Her blonde head hung forward, her chemise was 
loose, exposing greenish-purple skin. A stave covered her with a dressing gown, guided her 
bruised arms into the sleeves like a doll. | fell back, covering my mouth, but not fast enough 
to stifle a shriek. The slave looked straight at me. 
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“Bonjour, Mademoiselle,” she said. “Come in and meet Madame de Rais." 

“What?” | blurted, remaining firmly outside the door. “You are mistaken. | am 
Madame de Rais.” 

“Oh, the new wife. Here is a little gift for you. It once belonged to Madame 
‘Yvanna, but she no longer wears it” The slave held out a marvelous ring. 
Helpless in my weakness for baubles | stepped quickly over the threshold to accept it. The 
ring flashed on my finger like the devil's eye. 
The stave spoke to my rival. "You have a visitor, Madame. Meet Monsieur Armand's new 
wife.” 
‘Yvanna tured towards me. The once beautiful face was chalky and sunken, the eyes 
dead, but blazing. 

“What is she?" | cried. 
The stave got a jar of face paint and began applying it to the rotting skin. Suddenly, foot- 
steps echoed in the passage. Armand! My heart faltering in my chest, I hid behind the bed 
curtains and gripped the bedpost, reeling. 
He burst in. 

“What is this?” he shouted 

“I did not have time to finish Monsieur.” 

“She's too far gone. Aren't you Yvanna? Well, for old times sake.” 
‘With a hog4tike grunt, Armand pushed Yvanna onto the bed. | shut my eyes, and my ears. | 
did not want to know him any more 


Drums beat that night. A coffin was loaded onto a wagon. Torches were lit along the road 
beyond the gate, guiding it into utter darkness. 


At last | received a letter from Mama, thanking me for the money I'd sent to pay for her 
passage to lait. My joy was interrupted when Armand blustered in, followed by three 
steamer trunks. He rushed towards me, scooped me up, kissing me like a loving husband 
who'd missed me. | avoided his lips, froze in his grasp. | couldn't stand the sight of him. 

He stood back, took outa little brown cigar, and struck a match. “Aren't you glad 
to see me?” 

“I don't know.” 

“What do you mean, you “don't know'?” 

| tried to get past him, but he grabbed my arm. 

“Have you been snooping my little love? I hope not. It could ruin everything.” 

His breath was hot on my neck. 

“You left me alone too long,” | said. 

“Oh, you're angry. Go rest then. | shall see you at dinner wearing that ruby 
choker.” He released me and went out, shouting for Jean del Jean. I wandered out to my 
balcony to look at the sea and prayed for Mama to come quickly. The sun was almost 
down, and not a ship in sight. 

| put on the white frock and the rubies, adding ear drops of the same lurid gem. 1 
hid my rosary in a handkerchief and went downstairs to dine. Jean del Jean was standing 
in the hallway beside the grandfather clock, grinning broadly. As the clock chimed the hour, 
he mimed a winding motion. Suddenly, as if started by millions of unseen hands, every au- 
tomaton in the house began ticking. 

Ammand’s voice boomed from the dining room. 

“Are you coming?” 

I went. All the chairs along the sides of the table were filed by automatons. I sat 
down as if they were vipers and glared at my husband. 

“What do you think? Aren't they marvelous?” 
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“Why do you collect these things?” | asked. 

“Because they're always beautiful, they stay where | put them, and they never, 
ever speak.” he said. 

“They're frightening,” | said. 

“Stop talking back,” he shouted. “I am the only one with the right to feel things. It is 
your role to look good and shut up!" 

| clutched my hidden rosary and stared at the wooden puppets clacking their forks 
on the their empty plates and lifting them to their painted mouths, empty. 

“You're supposed to last longer.” he spat. “Being young.” 

I had no idea what he meant and didn't want to. 

“Eat. Drink your wine. I'm not leaving until you clean your plate,” he said. He 
stabbed his pork with a long, pointed knife and put into his mouth. 
ate slowly, painfully aware of several empty elixir bottles lying on the tablecioth. 
Gingerly, | sipped my wine. Overcome with drowsiness, | couldn't speak for the ticking in 
my head. Tiring of me, Amand growled upright, and called Jean del Jean. 

“Take these wonders away. My wife has no appreciation for art. I've had enough. 
Good night, Madame.” 


It was too hot to sleep. The piano was too loud. My sheet wound round me so tight I could- 
n't move. Full moonlight brightened the curtains blowing in the open windows. Singing, 
‘drumming rose up from the crossroads below the cliff. sat up, anxious. Where was 
‘Mama? A hom blew loud from the harbor. Was a ship coming in at last? 

Iraced on my dressing gown and hurried into the ticking depths of the house. All 
of the doors were wide open to the drums. In the forecourt, stood a woman, her black hair 
wild in the breeze. She tumed as if she sensed me. Her face was a white skull. | screamed 
down the passage past the cabinets where the automatons moved, clattering, ticking, play- 
ing their stilted tunes. It seemed | dreamed as | glided along, guided by an unseen hand to- 
wards @ new automaton, the spitting portrait of myself wearing the ruby choker. 

Iran outside, through the garden, and heedless of my bare feet, stumbled down 
the clif stairs towards the shore. The horn boomed again. A boat was coming in! A cacoph- 
‘onous ululation broke out above the cliff, drums pounded. | fell to my knees on the moonlit, 
‘sand and could not rise. My limbs were too weak 

Aheavy tread fell behind me, a reek of tuberose. 

Inside my head, the ticking, 


Algne de Winter grew up in the 
woods of witehy old Massachusetts so 
what choice did she have? She left 
the performing arts to create a tarot 


deck, unwittingly moved into a 
haunted house in London and began 
seriously writing Gothie Fantasy. Her 
short stories can be found in many 
fine publications both in print and 
online. 


Fisk Wife by E. Doyle Gillospio 


After he told me about how he can still hear 
the big guns ripping chunks out of Tarawa’s hide, 

and the smell of a Japanese marine 

who died on top of him, 

your father told me about the mermaid. 

‘They were taking him back to the hospital ship, 

he said, because he had gained his thousand-yard stare 
in that jungle, 

and shook like a child in the rain. 

They were taking him back by motorboat 

with a blind machine gunner and a bunch of other shattered men, 
when she broke the surface. 

‘She came up through an oil slick, 

pushing aside a bloated staff sergeant who floated 
face-down. 

He swore she was a red head, 

and that her pale body glowed 

in the dark water. 

She looked at him, 

flipped her tail as she turned to go, 

and they had to hold him down 

as he tried to dive into the water, 

and the big guns started up again. 


E. Doyle-Gillespie is a repeat contributor to ToBaR. He is a long-time fan of things that 
go bump in the night and extremely excited about this collection. 
May Tales of Blood and Roses continue until the arrival of Cthullu. 


Stray by David Massengill 


LOUISA WAS SITTING ON HER BACK LAWN, siaring down at a blank page of her pad 
with a furrowed brow, when Baby Sheri went silent. 

“An Fing miracle,” Louisa whispered, feeling like she herself might start crying. 
Her seven-month-old had been bawling for over an hour. The crying began just after 
Louisa had decided to try writing some poetry. 

When the breast squeezing, baby bouncing, and keychain jangling failed to 
change Baby Sheri's mood, Louisa grabbed her pen, pad, and infant and brought them out 
into her and Harold's large, suburban backyard. She figured the lush trees and August sky 
could absorb some of the noise that had been echoing off the walls of the house. She 
didn’t worry about the neighbors on either side of the property, because they were working, 
Louisa was the only adult on the block without a job. 

Baby Sheri's crying bordered on screaming after they left the air-conditioned inte- 
rior of the house. 

“Mama's upset, too,” Louisa said, wiping the sudden sweat from her forehead 
She descended the stairs of the back porch and set the blanketed, red-faced baby on the 
grass. “You're not the only one who wants something in life.” 

‘Though Louisa managed to write a few lines of verse on her pad, she crossed out 
all of them. And Baby Sheri cried continuously, voluminously, invincibly. 

Until now. 

Louisa spotted a flash of movement behind her, among the vegetation. 

Coming down the trunk of a dying oak tree was a gray, ratty-looking cat. Louisa 
had seen the animal at other times when she'd brought Baby Sheri outside. It was missing 
fur on parts of its back, and its paws were matted with what looked like a combination of dirt 
‘and blood. It paused on its path to stare at Louisa with penetrating, yellow eyes. 

Louisa returned the look, but uneasily. There was something too human about 
that cat's face, and the way it expressed resentment toward her. 

‘The cat approached, and Louisa noticed that it was actually walking toward Baby 
Sheri, who had started to coo in contentment. 

Louisa thought of those legends about cats sucking the breath out of babies or sit- 
ting on them with the intent of suffocation. She dropped her pad and moved to block the 
animal. 

“Shoo,” she said, clapping her hands. 

The cat froze and looked up at her with hateful eyes. 

"Go back to where you came from,” Louisa said. She stamped her foot on the 
ground 
The cat retreated behind a rosebush, and Baby Sheri retumed to her wailing. 

Louisa picked her up and kissed her wet cheek. “I'm just protecting you,” she 
said 

Baby Sheri looked at her with eyes that seemed to show no recognition. She 
cried more loudly. 

“Shhh,” Louisa said. “It's me. Mama. Ma-ma.” The word sounded automatic, 
disingenuous. Yes, Louisa was Sheri’s mother, yet she'd secretly suspected that some 
psychic or spiritual chord that was supposed to connect her to her daughter was missing. 
She often couldn't tell what Baby Sheri was feeling or desiring. Her daughter looked 
adorable with those river-green eyes and blueberry-sized nose and cottony tuft of blonde 
hair, but occasionally she resembled an ancient, wrinkly-faced alien whose mission was to 
make Louisa suffer from painful nipples, sleepless nights, and debilitating migraines. 
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Baby Sheri began screaming 
Louisa danced as a distraction, but her movement was clumsy. “Do you want Dada?" she 
asked. “Dada’s at work, making plans for buildings.” She pictured Harold, retaxed in his 
comfortable office chair or leisurely biking home from work at 6 p.m. She saw that she'd 
stepped on her pad, and her bare foot was smashing it into the lawn. “Work is something 
‘Mama never gets to do,” she told her daughter in a pained voice. 

She set Baby Sheri back on the grass and attempted to straighten out her pad 
‘The paper had cracks in various places, and the ink had smeared due to her sweaty sole. 

Baby Sheri quieted again. 

Louisa gave her a perplexed look until she spotted the cat slinking back toward 
them. “Sneaky bitch!” she said. She threw the pad at the animal, causing it to scurry to- 
ward the oak tree. 

Baby Sheri shrieked. The sound was like a swarm of wasps stinging Louisa’s 
brain. Louisa looked from her ruined pad to her miserable child. She felt the tears running 
down her cheeks. 

"So you'd rather be with that cat than your crappy mother,” she said with a sob. 
‘She stopped crying when the phone began ringing. She remembered that she'd been ex- 
pecting a call from her friend Tina to talk about possibly forming a writers group. She 
glanced at her screeching child, and then she checked to make sure of the cat's leaving. 
She reassured herself that no sane living thing would venture near such noise. 

Louisa pressed one hand against her hurting head as she ascended the steps to the back 
door. She spotted her reflection in the laundry room window. She was only 35, but her 
face had grown puffy and lined under the eyes. Her hait—which was tied into a utilitarian 
ponytail—was graying because she didn't have time to dye it, Since pregnancy, her body 
had been gradually expanding into the shape of a pear. 

‘She grabbed the phone on the wall above the washing machine and gave a desperate 
“Hello?” 

The caller had already hung up. 

Louisa leaned against the washing machine and stared at the floor with stony eyes. She 
thought of the way she'd once imaged her future: living in the center of the city, working as 
‘some sort of an editor, going to independent films with the old Harold who never wore col- 
lared shirts to cover up the ant tattoo on his neck. But most importantly, she would have 
written poetry every day—to make beauty and meaning of her life. 

She glanced up at the bookshelf across from her and saw a gold-framed photo of 
her and Baby Sheri on the moming they came home from the hospital. Louisa was reclin- 
ing on her large leather “writing couch” with Baby Sheri inher arms. Both mother and 
daughter were dozing. Louisa remembered what she'd told Harold that day: “She's the 
best creation that's ever come out of me.” 

Louisa suddenly noticed there was silence. Why wasn't Baby Sheri crying? And 
Why the hell had she left her daughter out there, in the heat with that creature? 

"Sheri?" Louisa called. She rushed to the door. She had the terrifying thought 
that she'd find the cat lying across her baby's face, staring back at her with those loathing 
yellow eyes. 

But when Louisa opened the door, she saw Baby Sheri alone on the grass, mov- 
ing her arms and guraling in delight. 

“Oh, darling,” Louisa said. “Please forgive me.” She was about to head down 
onto the lawn when she heard the hissing beside her. 

She tumed to see the nasty cat perched on a windowsill, arching its back and 
flashing its fangs. She barely registered the presence when the animal sprang at her. 

‘Teeth entered the stretch of flesh that sloped from Louisa’s neck to her shoulder. 
‘She cried out before tripping down the steps. After hitting the hard ground, she found her- 
self paralyzed, staring through blades of grass at Baby Sheri, who sounded as if she were 
{tying to form a word. 
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“Mmmmaaat” Baby Sheri said. 

“My girl,” Louisa whispered. Tears returned to her eyes. She was still unable to 
move her limbs, and she felt a combination of gnawing pain and hot wetness at the place 
where the cat had bitten her. “Sheri, I'm going to get you back inside the house in just a 
minute.” 

She lost sight of her child when the cat interrupted her view. It came toward her 
slowly, with lowered head and narrowed eyes. 

"You don't belong here,” Louisa said, her anger momentarily overpowering her 
fear. She could detect the cat's scent, which was both earthy and sulfurous. “Do you hear 
me? You don't” 

Louisa couldn't speak because the cat shoved its muzzle between her lips. It 
pushed its furry face inside her mouth, and she felt its sandpaper-like tongue scraping 
against her tongue. She tasted blood. She was unable to scream, and then she was un- 
able to breathe. As her view darkened, she had the horrific thought that she would never 
be able to talk to her daughter again. 


“Oh, I do wish it would shut up,” Harold said. He was sitting at the dining room 
table, spooning macaroni and cheese into his mouth as he flipped through Architectural Di- 
gest. 

He looked up at Louisa, who sat across from him, smiling peacefully while she 
breastfed Baby Sheri 

Harold raised his eyebrows and grinned. “What's with you two tonight anyway? 
‘Sher-berry hasn't cried once, and you haven't talked about sore boobs or guilted me about 
the reading-during-dinner thing.” 

Louisa shrugged. She continued to smile. 

The cat kept whining outside the back door. 

“Enough!” Harold said, throwing his magazine against the door. 

The cat went quiet. 

“Maybe we should call the pound,” Harold told his wife. “Do you think that’s the 
cat you keep seeing around the house?” 

Louisa’s eyes met his. She gave him a distant, eerie look. She nodded and said, 
“Maybe that's the cat. Or maybe it’s a different one.” 


David Massengillis allergic to cats. You can read more of his short stories by visiting 
his website, www.davidmassengillfiction.com. 


Charming by Anthony G. Hayes 


‘Charming was the handsome prince 
(or so the story goes) 

Smirked as an unsuspecting king 
showed off - without his clothes 

This nimble knave was slippery 

when he was rather small 

Grew with a kiss from one spoiled child 
transfigured, warts and all 

‘Once as a lad he traded with 

a pauper boy - his twin 

So roiled his subjects that the lot 
wanted to do him in 


‘Charming was the handsome prince 
(from everything that's said) 

Would only marry one who knew 

that pea was in her bed 

La Belle au bois dormant he pecked 
watched as she blinked her eyes 
Helped her up from her coverlet 

his hand upon her thighs 

He carted off the coffin where-in 

fair Snow White did lay 

Roused her from rest with one rough ride 
its always time to play 


A dancing debutante he chased 

's0 quick she lost a shoe 

Found her in rags upon the floor 
“Not bad - I guess she'll do” 

‘And even in the works of Wilde 

this cool cad takes the stage 
Breaks heart and soul of Sybil Vane 
and then refused to age 

“Charming was the handsome Prince” 
(such a familiar line) 

Be careful when a story starts with, 
“Once upon a time...” 


Anthony C. Hayes is an actor, author, raconteur and bon vivant. A popular Mob Town 
poet, his verse has appeared most recently in Smile, Hon, You're In Baltimore. 


‘Tony owes a tremendous debt of gratitude to his mentor: Paul Lynde. 


Mary by Jay Faulkner 


DUSK WAS STILL A FEW HOURS AWAY but was already making its presence felt as 
the autumn evening began to cool and shadows lengthen. The sky was gray and heavy 
with a promise of rain as the old woman raked at the leaves, once a crisp green but now a 
faded brown, that had fallen to litter her rose-bed. As if in open mockery of the impotent 
clouds above a single bead of sweat rolled down the harshly angled bridge of her nose be- 
fore dripping to the ground. With a sigh she paused, holding the rake in both hands as she 
shook loose the last of the leaves that clung, stubbornly, to the metal tines. 

Allow rumble filled the air and she glanced Heavenward, raising an eyebrow in gentle 
reprimand towards the clouds. They remained as they were, still, and she walked to the 
white-picket fence that surrounded her garden, leant on the gate, and waited. 

A tired and worn bus chugged its way into sight, black smoke broiling up from the exhaust 
as the engine struggled to choose a gear that would enable it to wend its way along the 
road; finding one that seemed to work, the fumes dissipated momentarily as the bus 
paused briefly before continuing its journey past her and out of sight. 

In its wake stood a girl. Pulling her thin denim jacket closer around her young body she 
looked up and down the road, seeing nothing but tarmac in each direction before, with a 
puzzled expression, she caught the eye of the older woman behind the picket fence. 

“You shouldn't have got off here, you know,” the woman called to her, leaning on the 
rake. The girl took another look along the road and then, with a sigh, moved along until 
she was standing on the other side of the fence. 

“why not?" she asked. 

“Well that’s simple,” the older woman said. “There ain't nowhere but my house, my 
roses, and me — Mary - on this road for miles in either direction.” 

“Iwas looking for Eldridge,” the girl said. “I might have family there.” 

“Well you found it,” the woman, Mary, smiled at the young gift. “At least sort of, | sup- 
pose.” 

“You suppose?” The girl asked. “What does that mean?” 

“Well I'd hazard a guess that you told Old George that you wanted to go to Eldridge, did- 
n'tyou?" 

“Old George?” 

“About seventy years old, grey beard, blue uniform, drives a bus ...” 

“Oh, the bus driver,” the girl interrupted. “Why didn’t you say?” 

“Ijust did,” Mary countered, simply. “You told him you wanted to go to Eldridge, didn’t 
you” 

“Yes, | was looking for ..." 

“Well there you have it, then.” Mary stated, folding her arms across the handle of the 
rake. “That explains it” 

“Iwas expecting to end up ina village, or a town of some sort at least,” the girl ex- 
plained. “Not the middle of nowhere.” 

“Where you've ended up, actually, is my home.” Mary said, extending her hand to take in 
the thatched white cottage behind her. “It's called Eldridge House, you see, and George 
has been making that same mistake for close to thirty years now. Every so often someone 
will want to go to Eldridge itsetf but he will get confused along the way and drop them here, 
instead.” 

“That silly old _..” 

“He doesn’t mean any harm, girlie,” Mary chided across the fence. “He's just getting on 
bit and doesn't always recall things right — fact is he won't even remember dropping you 
off at all, et alone in the wrong place, by tomorrow. He never does.” 
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“Fine. So which way is Eldridge then?" The girl asked, sharply. “The village, | mean, just 
in case there is any confusion.” 

“Up that way,” Mary said, pointing the rake along the route taken by the bus. “Just follow 
the road and you can't miss it” 

The girl turned to follow the instructed path, fidgeting with a small rucksack on her back. 
With a grunt of noise that could have been thanks, or simply indigestion, towards the older 
woman she started to move away. A slight cough, barely more than a whisper in the grow- 
ing wind, brought her attention back. 

“Of course it is nearly twelve miles,” Mary pointed out. “And the signs are pretty hard to 
see at the best of times, let alone in pitch black, in the middle of a storm, which is how it's 
going to be in about an hour or so.” 

“Damn it!” The rucksack was thrown to the ground as the girl brought both fists up to her 
temples. Tears filled her eyes but were held back, barely, by sheer force of will, as she 
stood there, dejected. “What am | meant to do now?" 

“Well how about you take this here rake?" Mary suggested as she held the tool out 
across the fence to the girl. Leaning forwards she flipped the latch on the gate and swung 
itopen, beckoning the girl to come in. “There isn’t much light left and there is a cold snap 
‘coming — | feel it in my bones — so I need to get my garden finished before the frost 
comes.” 

“what?” 

“I's no good for the roses, you know,” Mary nodded, pointing at the bed where a multi- 
tude of colours competed for prominence. “Prize winners, all of them; my pride and joy.” 

“And what has that got to do with me?" 
ike | Said,” Mary repeated. “You take this rake and help me with my garden before the 
light fails. Then I'l get you something hot to eat, and a bed for the night, then we can see 
about getting you to the village in the morning.” 

“I don't know ..." 

“You said you might have family here?” Mary interjected. 

“I don't know," the girl replied. “I used to, but i's been so long that I'm not sure.” 

“Didn't you ask anyone before coming here?” 

“I didn't want anyone to know,” the girl looked into the darkening sky. “I just had to get away 


“He hurt you, didn’t he?” Mary said, suddenly looking deep into the deep eyes of the 
young git 

“what?” 

“That's what you are running from, isn't it?" Mary asked. “Aman?” 

=... how do you know?” 

“We are all running, girlie,” Mary stated, simply. “We're all running from something.” 

“He never touched me, though,” the girl whispered. “He just looked at me, when he'd 
been drinking and, sometimes, told me that | was beautiful.” 

“But he never touched you?" 

proved 
“And he never ...2" 

“Nol” 

“Good. That's good; that’s a gift that's too precious to waste.” Mary nodded, more to her- 
self than the girl. “My pretty little maiden.” 

‘The girl hesitated, glancing up along the darkening road towards a town that she 
couldn't see, before looking back at the open gate. The windows of the cottage gleamed a 
warm yellow across the neatly tended lawn and the freshly raked leaves. The small, elderly 
woman stood there, welcoming, a smile playing about her face. The rich scent of the roses 
‘came to the girl and she glanced at the flowers, and the rows of shimmering, iridescent 
shells woven amongst them. The first drop of rain fell as she stepped, with a smile, into the 
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garden 
‘She never saw the flash of movement or felt the impact of the rake against her skull 

‘She simply fell as blood ran like tears down her cheek. 

Later, as the winds raged and thunder rang out across the blackening sky, Mary wiped 
her hands against the linen skirt she wore. She ignored the crimson stain that blossomed 
across the porous material and simply stood back, admiring the garden that was as 
beloved as any child — not that she had ever borne any herseff, of course. 

The shape of the newly covered mound, amongst the roses, stood out in stark contrast 
to the others, that were now little more then memories in the mud. 

The wind tickled the bells, which chimed out in soft, pealing tones like forgotten chil- 
dren's laughter. Or screams. Mary found it hard to tell. It didn't matter, she knew, not re- 
ally; it was just part of the old magic that she had mastered so many, many years ago. 

Blood and magic. 

That was what it took to make her garden grow. 


~ Finis ~ 


Jay Faulkner resides in Northern Iretand with his wife, Carole, and their two boys, 
Mackenzie and Nathaniel. He says that while he is a writer, martial artist, sketcher, 
and dreamer he's mostly just a husband and father. His work has been published widely, 
both online and in print anthologies, and was short-listed in the 2010 Penguin Ireland 
‘Short Story Competition. He is currently working on his first novel. Jay founded, and 
edits, With Painted Words - www.withpaintedwords.com - a creative writing site 
with inspiration from monthly image prompts, and The WiFiles — www.thewifiles.com — 
an online speculative fiction magazine, published weekly. He can also be found as a 
Tegular co-host and contributor on the Following The Nerd radio show — 
wwwfollowingthenerd.com. For more details please go to www jayfaulkner.com 


The Darkman 


Re yunit paral Wa OC yess 


AND JUST LIKE THAT, ONE OF THE MOST SUCCESSFUL 
PRACTICAL JOKES, EVER, IS PLAYED! 


The Darkman claims that he doesn’t exist. 
He asks how you can be sure that you do? 
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Unpopular Publications caption contest 


Coming July 2012 
at 


"| www.UnpopularPublications.com 


Enter our 
Vintage Photo Caption Contest 
for a chance to win the next four 
issues published on 
Unpopular Publications’ 
schedule, starting with 
Kamikaze Woman #1 


Join in the horror, the insanity, 
and the completely bizarre nature 
of Unpopular Publications 
as we unveil a brand new rotating 
schedule of zines to the world. 


Be there, or be normal! 


Ribling Pan by Alerto Beaver Flicks" Ahrarez, 
models Chrystal -Buzzell end Kyle McDonald, 
with Makeup Artist Maloa Morse 


Alberto "Beaver Flicks" Alvarez is a LA. based fetish photographer with more then 
10 years experience as a photographer. http://modelmayhem.com/beaver1896 


Chrystal Buzzell is your average everyday girl who stepped infront of the camera as a 
favor for a friend. That favor, has led her to a lot of amazing people and experiences. 


Kyle McDonald has always been a fan of Roses, he’s always been a fan of Blood; 
and to be introduced to such a publication was an amazingly random event in his life. 
He hopes that you enjoy this issue and the many to come. 


Malea Morse was born in Southem California but left her heart in Hawaii, She loves to 
pull the beauty out from within, with the help of a little Powder & Paint. 
http://www.facebook.com/malea.morse.powderandpaint 


A Twisted Fairy Tale's Soundirack by he Enigmatic ML 


1. Green Jello, Three Little Pigs 


Displaying the impeccable production values you'd expect from a collection of 
music videos that was made for fifty grand in what sounds like an attempt to prank a record 
company, this track from 1991's Cereal Killer re-imagines the pigs in a modern light, one a 
farm boy, one a stoner, and one the Harvard-educated scion of “a rock star / called Pig Nu- 
gent”. The first two predictably fall to the Harley-riding wolf, but the concrete “triJevel man- 
sion” of the third pig resists long enough to permit a 911 call, resulting in the dispatch of 
Rambo, who ends things in his usual manner. In case you were wondering what the broth- 
ers Grimm could have done if they had MTV back then, 


2. XTC, The Ballad of Peter Pumpkinhead 


No one ever said fairy tales had to be subtle, as this 1992 piece from NONSVCH 
pretty conclusively demonstrates. The titular cucurbitaencephalitic messianic folk hero 
“emptied churches / and shopping malls" specifically name-checking the Vatican's extrava- 
gance, while neatly defeating government-orchestrated "plots and sex scandals”. In the 
end, "he made too many enemies / of the people who would keep us on our knees" and 
ends up crucified “on live TV". Trite, overdone, simplistic, and completely dismissible but 
for the unpleasant fact that this is exactly how this sort of thing would go down, 


3. Sam The Sham & The Pharaohs, Li'l Red Riding Hood 


The late 60s were the golden age of the novelty act, and it's easy to toss the be- 
turbaned, hearse-driving creator of "Wooly Bully” into that bin. But the lyrics of this 1966 
single present us with a complex picture of the villain of Perrault's narrative. This wolf, dis- 
guised in a sheep suit, casts himself as Red's protector during her walk “in these spooky 
‘ld woods", protection she needs since her “full ips” and “big eyes” are “sure to lure some- 
‘one bad”. The wolf is certainly not unmoved to someone who is “everything a big bad wolf 
could want”, but selflessly declines to act on his feelings to avoid scaring her, preferring in- 
id to introspect on “what a big heart | have" and muse that “even bad wolves can be 
good”. Only his inability to control his howling raises any doubt as to his sincerity. 


4. Tori Amos, Operation Peter Pan 


I's a measure of just how insular and disconnected gov types are that they seem 
to genuinely not see any irony in giving happy little nicknames to vile acts of state-spon- 
sored evil. The charming project referenced in this brief track, a B-side from 2002's A Sorta 
Fairytale, ran from ‘60 to ‘62, early in the CIA's half-century-and-counting farcical war on 
Fidel Castro. The idea was to undermine his support by spreading rumors he was planning 
to send Cuban children to indoctrination camps, and giving parents the chance to send 
their progeny to safety in the US. The song is from the perspective of one (or maybe all) of 
the fourteen thousand kids who were shipped over, musing “you always helped me chase 
demons away / don't know what I'll do without you" as the plane flies them alone, “straight 
‘on ‘tl momning” away from their families. If it's any consolation, the CIA is sufficiently 
ashamed of the whole affair that they're still keeping the details of their involvement strictly 
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5. Insane Clown Posse, Piggy Pie 


The three little pigs make their second appearance here (sort of), courtesy of 
1997's The Great Milenko. We follow the narrator in his quest to find and acquire ingredi- 
ents for the titular snack, represented by three of the Posse's traditional targets: a redneck 
("He likes to fuck his sister / and drink his moonshine"), a judge (originally a precinct of 
cops, reluctantly changed on orders from their Disney-owned label, later restored) and f- 
nally, decades before OWS, a member of the One Percent, imaginatively finished off not 
with the customary violence, but when the Juggalo "took away his dough / and watched the 
devil suffocate" 


6. The Moody Blues, Your Wildest Dreams 


Just because something is a myth doesn't necessarily mean it's not true. This 
work from 1986's The Other Side Of Life depicts a world as glorious as any fantasy, where 
“the world was new” and "the universe was ours", its' beauty undiminished by the fact that 
itreally existed, at least for the couple for whom "love was all we knew, / and all | knew 
was you". It is a world one of them, at least, can still remember "when the music plays", 
but is left wondering if these memories have, for the other, passed into the realm of fan- 
tasy, or perhaps been lost altogether. 


MZ has a ‘twisted fairy tale’ that he could relate, 
but he’s been court ordered not to discuss it 
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They Still Had Pig Souls by Earl Grown 


‘THE BARON'S MOUTH WAS FULL OF JUICY, TENDER, BABY-MEAT. The babies 
tasted best. 


‘Meanwhile the Pigman-muezzin sang out the Shahada, calling all the other Pig-Men to 
prayer. 


“La ilaha illallah, Muhammad rasdlu-llah!”” 


Arabic was practically a dead language, a language that no human had spoken for nearly 
two thousand years. Arabic was a language of history, a language of the old, dead wortd. 
Itwas a language of religion and mathematics. 


Among the scattered scholars, the mathematical Arabic was still studied. But the religious 
Arabic, the words of the Koran, had been purged from Homo Superior’s culture centuries 
ago. Religion had been reduced to an historical curiosity, a concept to be ridiculed and 
mocked. Homo Superior had leamed to reject all forms of mysticism. 


‘Baron Oskar von Radek was a superb specimen of a Homo Superior. His features were 
rugged and handsome. His jaw and brow portrayed his masculine strength. His frame was 
thick and muscular, and he stood at nearty seven feet tall. The Baron's eyes were blue- 
gray, like his father’s before him. His hair was thick, lustrous, and black. His flesh was tan 
and supple. The Baron was a truly superior creature, a thoroughly cultured, well-educated 
tuler. He was capable of both deep political thinking and decisive, merciless action. Von 
Radek ruled his family’s barony with skill and vigor. He squeezed every drop of blood, 
every gram of gold, and every bit of pleasure he could from the land and its mammals. 


The capitol of the Von Radek barony was the ancient city of Baltimore, one of the few origi- 
nal “American” cities that survived through the centuries following the Great Wars and the 
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collapse of the old United States. Von Radek’s domain stretched trom the Atlantic Ocean 
to the East, encompassing both shores of the Chesapeake Bay, and to the Appalachian 
‘Mountains in the West. His domain reached from the ruins of Philadelphia in the North to 
the pine forests of southern Virginia in the South. The obliterated, uninhabitable, radioac- 
tive ruins of the ancient American capitol, Washington DC, marked the approximate center 
of the barony. 


Von Radek had chosen to spend a few weeks at his castle in the Appalachian Mountains. 
He preferred his westem retreat to the cut-throat palace intrigue of Baltimore. Though he 
refused to admit it to himself, the Baron felt safer at his mountain estate, away from his po- 
tential political rivals, 


‘Standing at the stone archway that opened onto a balcony, the Baron grinned as he heard 
the Friday call to Piggy Prayer. His grin became a guffaw as a he grabbed a roasted baby 
rc by the spit on which it was cooked. Teeth ripped suckling flesh. The moist meat fell off 
of the bones and slid down his throat. The Baron loved the taste of baby Pig-Man. 


The Baron listened to the ancient Muslim Adhan (the call to prayer) echoing through the 
mountains. These holy hog-calls originated in the forests below the castle. The forests at 
the bottom of the mountain were teaming with tasty Pigs. 


When the Baron first leamed that the Pigs on his hunting estate were speaking to each 
other in Arabic, and that they had made a “pact with Allah” to abandon the practice of eat- 
ing one another, he laughed loudly. Those silly Pigs were delicious and hilarious, and the 
Baron would continue to hunt them, regardless of their new-found religious zeal. 


The Baron consumed the sweet meat of the baby Orc without hesitation or remorse. The 
Piggies were meant to be used by Homo-Superior as food and as servants. They were in- 
ferior to actual humans. Their Piggy fates were sealed centuries ago. 


These ‘Pigs’ were properly called “Orcs”. The Orcs had been genetically modified over 
many generations, the products of radically mutated pigs. The original reasons why do- 
mesticated pigs were modified were lost to history. They had been transformed into Pig- 
‘Men, given the ability to walk upright, the ability to speak. Their front hooves had been 
genetically modified into a sort of hand with one wide finger, one small finger, and one 
thumb-esque member. The Orcs, the children of pigs, had even been given a limited ability 
to reason. 


‘These “Pig-Men" looked as one would expect upright-walking pigs to look. Standing at an 
average height of five feet six inches, these portly bipeds had taken on many of the affecta- 
tions of proper men. The Homo-Superior had clothed the Orcs in order to improve upon 
the horrendous site of a pig walking on two legs. The Orcs had been tollet-trained, taught 
to speak, read, and write, and taught to live as semi-civilized animals. 


‘Some communities of Orcs resembled those of the primitive ancestors of the Homo Supe- 
ior. The Orcs were developing their own culture, their own art, and even their own political 
movements. A few Orcs, like those at the Baron's hunting estate, had even embraced the 
ancient mysticism of long gone millennia. A few of the Pig-Men had found religion. These 
Piggies convinced themselves that they had souls. 


‘The Baron and the other Homo Superiors sneered at the idea of pig souls. 
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‘The Orcs were recreated by Homo-Superior to be utilized as tools. The Piggies were a re- 
source to be utilized. Their ability to reason made the Pig-Men more useful to Homo-Supe- 
rior, but that ability to reason also endowed the Orcs with free will. As a result, it was 
necessary for Homo-Superior to maintain an iron-fisted control over the useful (but poten- 
tially dangerous) Orcs, the way a master needs to control a smart, strong hunting dog, 


‘Many Orcs were kept among city dwellers as pets, while others were kept in herds as live- 
stock to be eaten. Populations of Pig-Men were an important food source for Homo-Supe- 
rior. They made an ideal type of livestock, one that could essentially take care of itself and 
live off of the land, while stil providing a delicious and easily-obtained meat for their mas- 
ters. 


Especially clever or talented Orcs could be found among the domestic staff of wealthy 
urban Homo-Superiors. Some of the Lords used Orcs as infantry in their armies. The von 
Radek family had always rejected this notion. Refusing to trust in Orc conscripts, the von 
Radeks instead used Bear-Rats and semi-autonomous Androids as infantry. 


‘On the hunting estate of Baron Oskar von Radek, the Orcs were kept free-range. They de- 
veloped their own Piggy Civilization, complete with commerce and government and eventu- 
ally religion. The Baron's Game Warden kept a detailed account of all the Ores on the 
estate with the use of various stealth surveillance devices. Sometimes the Baron and the 
Game Warden would sit together and watch the Orcs’ antics via a fleet of floating video 
monitors and miniature surveillance cameras. The Baron found the “Piggies” endlessly 
amusing. 


The estate was surrounded by a thirty-foot fence of electrified razor wire, supplemented by 
motion-censors which activated autonomous robotic guards. It was a deadly barrier, practi- 
cally impenetrable from within or without. But the Baron had no real fear of an attack from 
the outside. The neighboring baronies feared and respected the von Radek family. They 
would never dare to attack him directly. The real purpose of the barrier was to prevent the 
Orc herd from escaping, 


The Baron walked back inside from the balcony, back into the dark luxury of his study. He 
sat down upon an omate stuffed couch that faced a massive fire place. He stared into the 
flames that licked at thick oak logs. Chewing and chuckling, Oskar finished eating the 
suckling Orc. 


The von Radek family crest was painted onto a titanium shield, and that shield hung above 
the imposing stone mantle in Oskar's study. The crest was a cobalt-blue field with a thick, 
horizontal orange stripe through the middle of the blue. At the center of the orange stripe, 
in plain block letters written in blue ink, was the family motto: 


“TRUST SCIENCE - TRUST COMMERCE” 


The holographic image of a uniformed officer appeared before the Baron. It was Colonel 
Cheka, the Baron's Director of Intelligence. 


‘Bowing his head slightly to the Baron, the Colonel said, “I apologize for the interruption, my 
lord, I know you are preparing for the hunt, but I have urgent news.” 


(Oskar was annoyed, but he knew that Cheka would not be contacting him before a hunt 
unless the situation demanded immediate attention. 
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Wiping the baby-pig grease from his chin, the Baron mumbled, “Speak, Cheka.” 


“Baron,” Colonel Cheka began, “this morning we captured a group of Orcs underneath the 
ruins of the old, Roman Catholic basilica in Baltimore. They were conducting a prayer 
service...” 


“So some piggies were praying,” the Baron interrupted, “how is this relevant Cheka?” 


“Sir, they were also constructing bombs. Some of the material they were using was ra- 
dioactive.” 


Von Radek said nothing for a moment. He was perplexed by the news. The Baron knew 
that no Orcs had access to any of his fusion reactors. The fusion reactors were staffed en- 
tirely by Homo Superiors and androids. And he knew that none of the other barons would 
have allowed such a gross breach of security. 


“Where,” the Baron queried, "would a piggy get radioactive material?” 


Cheka continued, “My lord, we interrogated all of the prisoners thoroughly, and they all told 
the same story. They all claimed to have been training in the Toxic Zone. They claimed 
that they are the vanguard of an army of revolutionary Ores and Bear-Rats, an army led by 
a Homo Superior general.” 


The Toxic Zone was the ruined wilderness of the northem Appalachians, which began at 
the northwest boundary of the Barony and stretched all the way to Lake Champlain. Homo 
‘Superiors did not live in this area, since the water and plant life was believed to be perma- 
ently poisoned from the ancient wars. Only a handful of runaway Ores were believed to 
inhabit the Toxic Zone. 


‘Oskar knew that Cheka’s interrogation methods were absolutely brutal, and the torture 
technology at his disposal made it easy to persuade a captive to cooperate. Furthermore, 
itwas clear to the Baron that if all of the Orcs were telling the exact same story, even under 
pain of torture, that the story might be plausible. Still, his natural disdain for the Piggies, 
and his cynicism about their ridiculous spiritual claims, prevented him from accepting it as 
truth. 


The Baron suggested to Cheka, “Yes, Colonel, but their ‘army’ is probably a few dozen 
lightly-armed PigMen. The radioactive material could simply be left over wreckage from the 
Great Wars.” 


Cheka replied, “Perhaps you are correct, my lord, but the tests we conducted on the mate- 
fal indicated it was of a highly toxic nature. And there was another claim that all of the pris- 
‘oners made. They claimed that they had a cache of the ancient bombs, unused atomic 
weapons. They claimed they were in the process of repairing these bombs, sir, and that 
they intended to use them.” 


‘The Baron roared, “Nonsense! These Piggies have quite an imagination." 
Colonel Cheka cautioned, “Yes Baron, you might be correct, but there is a slim possibility 


that they have discovered remnants of such weapons. We should consider sending a unit, 
of our android scouts to investigate.” 
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The Baron frowned. He doubted the truth of the Orcs’ claims, but he also believed that it 
would be better to investigate so that they would know for sure. He consented to the 
Colonel's suggestion. They discussed the details of the expedition for a few minutes, and 
then the conversation ended. 


Von Radek was feeling an unfamiliar emotion: fear. Though he refused to admit it to him- 
self, his body knew the truth. The Baron was truly frightened by the prospect of a nuclear 
attack against his magnificent Baltimore. 


As Oskar von Radek sat contemplating his own demise, a jet-black cat named Shinee 
‘Minks trotted into the Baron's study. She sat down between the roaring fire and the Baron. 
The cat made direct eye contact with the Baron. Shinee was the only pet that ever dared 
look von Radek in the eye. 


Shine was twenty-four years old, and was expected to live another ten years. Young 
‘Oskar von Radek had received her as a present on his tenth birthday. He named the kitten 
“Shinee Minks” because he loved the look and feel of mink fur. Von Radek expected to cel- 
ebrate another hundred and fifty birthdays. He would likely receive three or four more cats 

to replace Shinee and her successors. 

‘The Orc Imams' calls to prayer were fading into faint echoes, then finally silence. 


The cat Shinee spoke to Oskar in a gravelly tone, “there is NO God but ALLAH, and Mo- 
hammed is his messenger.” 


‘Oskar grinned in approval 
“Shinee you are a witty kitty,” he said, 

“Thank you Oskar.” 

Shinee was the only speaking mammal in the world who dared call the Baron by his first 
name. Von Radek’s parents had called him Oskar when they still ived. His brothers had 
called him Oskar, but they were all dead, too. Now only Shinee addressed Oskar with such 
familiarity. 

“Oskar,” she purred, “Are you hog-rolling tonight?" 


“The hunt begins at midnight, Shinee,” the Baron replied 


He was flying. He was swift, silent death, 


Itwas just after midnight, and the Baron was stalking his first prey of the hunt. It was 
‘Oskar's privilege as Baron to make the first kill of the hunt. 


‘The Baron wore special armor that allowed him to fly noiselessly through the night. He 
wore special glasses that gave him vision in the darkness of the forest. On his left glove he 
wore a gun. The gun fired missiles, missiles that locked onto their targets and destroyed 
them with infallible precision. The Baron’s soldiers were outfitted with the same equipment. 
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The Orcs of the forest had none of these technological advantages. The PigMen had noth- 
ing but Allah on their side. They had faith. The Piggies had faith on their side and the 
Homo-Superiors had the power of instant death on theirs. The Baron was supremely confi- 
dent that he would always win, and the PigMen would always lose. 


Von Radek was tracking an adult male Orc, following from above as the Piggy trotted along 
a narrow path in the forest. The unsuspecting prey made a plump, tasty target for the hun- 
gry Baron. Death would pounce upon the Piggy like a thief in the night. There would be no 
warning and no chance of escape. 


The rest of the hunting party was blood-thirsty and excited as they waited intently for von 
Radek to make the traditional first kil, Once the Baron had shed the first blood, he would 
signal his soldiers to unleash themselves upon the Piggies. 


Oskar fired his weapon. The unsuspecting Orc was instantly decapitated by the explosion 


Oskar's heart was pumping, and he felt his penis thickening and stiffening. He pulled a 
‘small horn from his pocket and blew into it. From this tiny instrument there came a shrill 
clarion call to battle. 


The forest reeked of smoke and charred flesh. The crackle of gun fire could be heard in all 
directions, punctuated by the piercing screams of dying PigMen. 


‘There was no real sport to this hunting. Once the hunt began, the Orcs could do nothing 
but pray and die. This game was rigged, and the Homo-Superiors always won. Their tech- 
nology made them unstoppable. 


Amidst the camage, the game wardens were busily building fires, while the butchers and 
chefs went to work on the Orcs that had already been killed or captured. The Piggies were 
slaughtered on the spot, and their delicious meat was packed and vacuum-sealed into rec- 
tangular aluminum boxes. The boxes looked like gleaming coffins. They were stacked 
neatly to be carted away by truck. Some of the meat would be sold in the city. The rest 
would be used to feed the Baron, his soldiers, and his servants for weeks to come. 


Massive piles of slimy Orc guts, bones and heads were left to rot beside the fires. Only the 
best meat from each PigMan was packed. The discarded Orc heads littered the ground, 
their open eyes glowing red from the reflection of the fires. The blood-soaked butchers 
worked with furious focus, quickly and precisely extracting the best bits of each PigMan. 
‘The ground around the butchers was slick with porcine fat. 


Suckling Orcs were left intact. The butchers killed them with a special tool, a thin, razor- 
sharp blade with a super-heated tip. The blades were inserted through the snouts and into 
the brains of each baby. The babies were packed into their own slightly smaller aluminum 
boxes. 


Homo Superiors were vicious, flying giants. They brought instant death with their eyes and 
fingers. The Orcs were no match for the heavily armed and heavily armored hunters. All 

that was left for the Piggies waiting to die was to pray to Allah. In the face of certain death 
all the PigMen had was faith. The Baron and his kind had the monopoly on earthly power 
over the Orcs. 
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The forest was a nightmare. PigMen roasted over glowing fires. Screams of pain and an- 
guish were bludgeoned into silence. Bullets pierced skulls. The systematic snapping of 
necks yielded Baby Orcs for the metal meat crates. Bear-Rats, the grotesque servants of 
the Homo-Superior, gathered the offal into neat piles, and drove the floating trucks that 
hauled away the shiny, metallic boxes of Orc meat. 


The violence was partially fueled by the magical Blue Bullet. The Blue Bullet was a recre- 
ational drug enjoyed by Von Radek and his people. It was a small, bluish capsule contain- 
ing a chemical gas. The chemical provided an instantaneous surge, a powerful 
body-orgasm to those that took it, followed by a euphoric over-confidence and a lust for vio- 
lence. 


‘The Homo-Superiors on the hunt that night were taking this powerful pill. Its effect could be 
seen in the blood-soaked gore that peppered the forest. The Blue Bullet intensified the 
pleasure and desire associated with any form of combat. It was a drug for frenzy. It was 
the perfect drug for the Baron, the perfect drug for a hunter. 


These “hog-rolls” were a successful commercial enterprise for von Radek, but financial 
gain was not his primary motivation. Oskar led the hunts because the slaughter gave him 
pleasure, a deep feeling of satisfaction. He enjoyed the hunts more than he enjoyed count- 
ing his gold or fucking any of his concubines. He enjoyed killing the PigMen even more 
than he enjoyed eating them. 


The Blue Bullet was the perfect way for the Baron to enhance his experience. He took one 
from his pocket, placed the capsule in his mouth, and crunched down on it. A wave of pure 
pleasure cascaded through the Baron's body, followed by a feeling of incredible rage and 
unlimited power. 


Von Radek approached a male Orc that had been captured. The squirming, flabby crea- 
ture was bound and waiting for the slaughter. The Baron grabbed the Pig-Man and slit his 
throat. He sucked on the open wound, drinking the Orc’s blood directly from its stil-living 
body. 


Traditionally, the Baron would set aside one adult Orc and impale it while it was still breath- 
ing on a spit. This special PigMan would be cooked alive and eaten at the end of the hunt. 


An especially corpulent male Orc had already been selected and impaled through the top 
of the back. The metal spit ran parallel to the Piggy's spine and out the top of the left butt 
cheek. He had been set up over a fire pit, but no fire had yet been built. 


‘The doomed Piggy was deep in prayer. Blood from his two wounds made rivers of deep 
fed against his flaccid, pink flesh. The Orc was an Imam, a teacher and leader in his tribe's 
spiritual community. His faith was strong. He was preparing himself for Paradise. He was 
preparing to meet Allah. 


The PigMan muttered, “Allah akbar.” 

Von Radek recognized this phrase, which he knew translated as “God is great.” 

Smiling broadly, the Baron walked over to the praying PigMan and bellowed, “You're pray- 
ing to God?! Allah cannot help you. You should pray to me. | am the only one who can 
spare you.” 
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A bubble of blood burst from the Orc’s lips, followed by the words, “Allah has already 
spared me. My faith gives me a strength far superior to your brutal power.” 

The Baron laughed as he listened to the impaled PigMan. He found the Orc’s irrational 
mysticism amusing. Von Radek had never been near death himself, so he had no concept 
‘of how a person's faith might be a source of strength. He saw it only as a weakness. He 
viewed faith as a form of mental illness. 

“All you have are words, Piggy!" the Baron exclaimed, “Your prayers and preaching will not 
stop my bullets. My wealth, my strength, my SCIENCE and my army will ALWAYS defeat 
your useless faith.” 

Again the suffering Orc grunted, “Allah akbar.” 


“God is NOT great, piggy, because God is NOTHING,” Oskar insisted, “I AM GREAT! Pray 
to MEI" 


Defiantty, the Orc continued to chant, “Allah akbar.” 


‘The Baron continued to loudly lecture the Orc, “We are Homo SUPERIOR. We MADE you. 
We made ourselves. Allah did not create you. WE did.” 


‘The Baron paused and smiled. He was pleased with himself, and he enjoyed toying with 
the doomed PigMan. 


He leaned in toward the Imam’s face and spoke. 

“OPEN your eyes, Piggy. Science provides us with the real truth about life. The strong 
control the weak. The strong eventually CONSUME the weak. The superior being acts de- 
cisively, ruthlessly, without conscience. The weak have faith because they have nothing 
else.” 

Their metaphysical debate was interrupted, 

“My Baron I bring a prisoner!” 

The shout came from above. Two Homo-Superior soldiers, each clad in armor from head 
to toe, were flying down to where the Baron stood. The flying men carried between them 
another Homo Superior, but this one was naked and bleeding. His head hung in shame, 
knowing that his crime was unforgivable. 

The two Soldiers landed, throwing the prisoner down at the Baron's feet. 


Von Radek crunched another Blue Bullet. After a moment of intense pleasure, the Baron 
looked down as if to study the accused soldier. 


“What is his crime, lieutenant?” the Baron asked. 


“My Baron, he was caught having inappropriate interactions with an Ore, sir,” the lieutenant 
answered with a sharp nervousness. 


‘The Baron frowned and demanded clarification. 
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The lieutenant stammered and mumbled something unintelligible. The Baron grew en- 
raged. 


His face red and quivering, the Baron shouted, “was this BASTARD caught FUCKING a 
PIGGY?!" 


The lieutenant gazed downward at his flying boots and answered with a meek, “Yes, my 
lord.” 


The impaled Orc had paused in his praying, and had started laughing. 


‘The Baron shot an annoyed glance at the Orc, then tured to pick up the naked, bleeding 
prisoner. He wrapped his hands around the prisoner's neck, and watched the man’s face 
tum from red to purple. 


“YOU can KILL the pigs. You can TORTURE the pigs. You can ROAST them, you can 
EAT them,” Von Radek screamed in the prisoner's face, “but you CANNOT FUCK THE 
Picsr 


Von Radek let go of the prisoner's neck, throwing him back to the ground. The helpless, 
terrified soldier lost control of his body. He knew his life was about to end. He shat and 
pissed all over himself. 

‘The Baron demanded an explanation from the prisoner. The prisoner nervously explained 
that he had taken too many Blue Bullets, and had been overcome with an impulse to fuck a 
female Orc. 


“When we found him sir,” the lieutenant contributed, “he was copulating with a female Orc. 
Her throat had been split, and she had already expired.” 


As the lieutenant spoke, the disgraced Homo Superior was crying, bleeding, and wallowing 
in his own filth. 


The bestiality and necrophilia combined were too much for the Baron to stomach. He drew 
his side arm, and fired at the prisoner. The prisoner's head exploded into dozens of bloody 
fragments. 

Yelling at the already-dead prisoner, the Baron asked, “WHERE is your DIGNITY?” 

The Orc continued to laugh, cackling like a mad man in reaction to the word ‘dignity. 

The Baron dismissed his soldiers with a wave of his hand. 

The obedient demons flew back into the darkness. 

Walking over to the impaled, howling Ore, the Baron picked up a piece of skull and brain 
fragment from the ground. With the other hand, we pulled two Blue Bullets from his pocket, 
placing the capsules in the same hand with the brains. 

“The Piggy likes to laugh?" he asked, smiling at the Orc. 

With a sudden violence the Baron pried open the Orc’s jaw and shoved the mixture of 


brains, bone, and drugs into its mouth. 
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The Orc shuddered and moaned. The partially chewed bits of brain fell out of its mouth, 
He had stopped laughing. 


‘The Baron picked up the headless body of the prisoner, and tossed it toward a group of 
BearRats. He ordered them to dispose of the body. The giant, vicious rats descended 
upon the headless body, ripping flesh from bone in a gruesome instant. One BearRat was 
wildly feasting on organs as a pig at a trough. 


Gasping for air, the Orc grunted, “! know something about you, Oskar. | know —* 
“WHAT,” the Baron bellowed, “do you know about anything, Piggy?!" 


‘The Orc coughed and cleared the blood from his throat, straining to reply, “I Know you won't 
be going to Paradise, Oskar.” 


A mighty laugh burst forth from the Baron. 


‘The Orc continued to speak, *! know that you killed your parents Oskar. We all know. All of 
the Orcs know. Your soldiers know, too.” 


The Baron's laughter stopped abruptly. For a moment, he stood stunned and speechless. 
What the Orc said was accurate. Oskar von Radek had killed his parents so that he could 
be the Baron. The Orc’s truth cut Oskar like a knife. 


‘Nobody, no talking mammal or Homo Superior, had ever confronted the Baron about his 
ruthless crimes. He had massacred his entire family in one grizzly night at the castle dur- 
ing a hog roll. Oskar had believed for fifteen years that he had gotten away with mass mur- 
der of his own family. The truth was that everybody on the hunting estate, and everybody 
at his court in Baltimore, knew of his crimes. They all knew that the Baron Oskar von 
Radek had murdered his parents and brothers. They were too afraid of Oskar to ever say it 
out loud, but they all knew he had committed patricide to seize control of the Barony. 


With two streams of blood trickling from his snout, the impaled Orc continued to speak, 
know something else, Oskar. | know something you don't know.” 


‘Oskar remained silent, his mind gripped with panic. 


“You failed to kill one of your siblings, Baron. One of them survives, and they are training 
an army of Muslim Orcs to wage jihad against you.” 


“NO,” the Baron exclaimed, his voice trembling, “I killed ALL of my brothers! None survive. 
NONE survive!” 


The dying Ore calmy replied, “Your brothers are all dead, Baron, this is true. It is your sister 
Joan that is coming to kill you.” 


Oskar refused to believe the truth the Orc had revealed. 


“No Piggy, | killed ALL of them, even my sisters,” the Baron insisted, “NONE of them sur- 
vived.” 


‘The PigMan continued to reveal the truth to the Baron. 
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“Itwas MY family that saved your sister Joan. We dressed her wounds, nursed her to 
health, and managed to smuggle her off of the estate. Soon she will wage a holy war 
against you Baron,” the PigMan wamed, “Joan has found the ancient bombs, the ATOM- 
ICS. She will use them to destroy you.” 


The Baron was filled with a deep fear, a fear that his diseased brain transformed into rage. 
He moved slowly toward the offending Orc and drew a long, sharp knife from its sheath. 
Oskar sliced a piece of back bacon from the PigMan. 


Von Radek shoved the bacon into the Ore’s mouth. The Orc struggled and squirmed. The 
Baron thrust his knife into the bottom of the Orc’s face, impaling the PigMan’s mouth shut. 


“EAT the BACON, you lying PIG! EAT IT!" Oskar's voice echoed through the forest. His 
volume seemed to smother all other sounds 


The Orc’s eyes grew wide with pain. His mouth was sealed shut by the Baron's blade. 
‘The PigMan could taste his own raw back bacon on his tongue. He could taste his own 
Pig blood. The Imam was dying with a mouth full of pork 


“Now,” the Baron reasoned, “neither one of us is going to Paradise.” 


~ Finis? ~ 
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Muck of Madness, Hore of Sin By Joffrey L. Shipley 


ONCE UPON A TIME there was a pretty chambermaid named Kaila. The king fell in love 
with this young maid, and eventually Kaia bore King Agnar a beautiful baby gir. They 
named her Aasta, which means love, and the king planned to raise the child as a full heir. 

But the queen was a bitter and spiteful woman. Queen Cyrene hated her husband and 
his father King Elli. King Eilif had ruled these lands before Agnar, after deposing and mur- 
dering Cyrene’s father. 

War raged for years after Eli's murderous coup as many nobles stayed loyal to the old 
bloodline. In an effort to strengthen his hold, King Eilif married his son to his predecessor's 
daughter. Upon Eilifs death, Agnar took his father’s place and Cyrene became queen. 

‘Though queen by title, Cyrene was virtually a prisoner. She despised her husband's 
claim to rule, which was hers by birth. This new insult of the king's affair, as well as the 
plans for his illegitimate daughter, enraged the queen. 

‘One day she called Kaia to her chambers. When the maid arrived, the queen stabbed 
Kaia in the heart with a silver dagger. When King Agnar retumed from his hunt, he leamed 
of the horrible deed that his wife had committed to his lover, and he went insane 

Dragging Cyrene by her hair, Agnar took her to the stables and had her tied behind a 
horse. Cyrene was dragged through the courtyard, in full view of all. Broken, bloody, and 
barely conscious, Cyrene was then thrown into the deepest cell of the dungeon. Agnar or- 
dered that she was only to be fed once a week, and that she would have to lick the walls 
for her water. He also decreed that no one would ever talk to Cyrene again, and that to 
even say her name would be punishable by death 

For months the queen brooded, and wailed, and plotted her revenge. Evil things lived 
down there in the dark catacombs, and the evil heart of the queen drew them from their 
hiding places among the long moldering dead. 

Trolls, dark and malignant, teamed of the queen's misfortunes and they made her a 
deal. They would give her enough magic so that she could make her escape and take her 
revenge on the king if she would but bring them the child. 

‘They gave her charms with which she used to seduce her brutish jailer. To her disgust, 
she had to give up her body to seal the enchantment. Cyrene then ordered the man to steal 
baby Aasta from her cradle. He then brought the child to the queen’s cell, where Cyrene 
gave the infant to the trolls. The trolls kept their promise and tumed Cyrene and her assis- 
tant invisible until the dawn. 

But the queen had been unaware that Agnar and his troops were out in the countryside, 
trying to quell an uprising that had rose up on Cyrene’s behalf. The old loyalists were fight- 
ing anew. 

‘So Cyrene and her accomplice took to the woods to form new plans. Soon the baby's 
abduction was discovered, as well as the queen’s escape and her guard's disappearance. 
Although invisible, the pair were clumsy in their haste. Their trail was easily discovered by 
the castle guards. 

‘Arider was dispatched to inform the king. Agnar and his troops rode through the night, 
and by dawn the woods were surrounded. As the sun rose, the king gave the order that the 
entire woods be burned. Fearing enchantments, he also gave the order that nothing was to 
leave the woods alive; not even a single bird was to escape. 

The fire raged for days, and people feared that it would engulf the whole countryside. 
But the queen was never seen again. It was her lover, the enchantment broken through 
the pain of fre, that told Agnar of the trolls and of Aasta’s abduction. He was drawn and 
quartered for his admissions. 
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King Agnar ordered the dungeon to be searched and destroyed, if need be, to find the 
trolls and retum the baby to his arms. It wasn't until the queen's cell was a pile of rubble 
that they found the entrance to the catacombs. 

‘The dead of centuries past had been walled up and forgotten. Forgotten by man, that is. 
The king and his men entered that dark abysmal place with torches, swords and ax. And 
though at first they heard far off cries, they never found the trolls or the baby gi 

King Agnar was ruined, and he would spend the rest of his days down there in the dark, 
searching for his daughter. He was murdered by rebels just a few feet away from where his 
daughter had been tured over to the trolls; decapitated upon his refusal to leave the ac- 
cursed tombs. 

But the trolls were long gone, and the baby abandoned in the dark places that men can 
not go. Aasta would have died but for the change that had overtaken her, due to her short 
time with the trolls. She was no longer human, but neither was she troll. Aasta had be- 
‘come something else, with no place in the world of man or in the realm of magic. Yet she 
would always survive. 


Amsterdam, Netherlands, March 2009 
Chapter One 


“You guys are seriously sick, really, eating a poor kangaroo!” Ginger set the large burger 
down, feigning disgust. Coco's Outback was a popular Amsterdam restaurant and every 
table was filled. The crowd was predominantly twenty-somethings. The theme was rustic, 
and Ginger and her three friends were sitting at a table fashioned out of a large section of 
tree, bark and all. They were in an alcove that overlooked the main dining area. 

“It's just an animal like any other,” Pete said 

“You wouldn't feel so nonchalant if you were the kangaroo," Ginger teased 

“Ginger, you're not exactly a vegetarian yourself,” Wayne said. 

“Yeah but | should be. | just can’t give up meat.” 

“Rich, you better get your girlfriend back to the hotel. She's feeling randy,” Pete said. 

“Randy? Who says that,” Wayne asked. 

“You just want me out-of-the-way, So you can fuck some whores,” Ginger said with a 
laugh. 

“Why do you think | came here with you guys? | hardly ever smoke. My goal is to do two 
prostitutes a day.” 

“Dude, that's some serious fucking. Do you even have that much dough? How much 
will that set you back,” Rich wondered, 

“I've budgeted One Hundred Euros a day for whores. Boo-yaht It's Fifty Euros for a 
“Suck and Fuck.’ They even put the condom on with their mouth.” 

"Yeah, when we checked into the hotel, Pete pretty much just dropped his luggage off in 
the room, and took off for the district,” Wayne said. 

“Oh, | thought it took him awhile to catch up with us at the coffee shop yesterday,” Gin- 
ger mentioned. “So, how many girls have you fucked since we got here?” 

“Three.” 

“What? Holy shit!" Ginger said. 

“Dude, that's awesome,” Rich said, inspiring a punch in the arm from Ginger. 

“Yeah, | was trying to make up for the fact that we were here only half a day, yesterday. | 
was ramming my cock into some pussy less than an hour ago.” 

“Dude, we're eating,” Wayne said laughing. 

“And don't forget Ginger’s here,” Rich said 

“Hi,” Ginger said with a giggle and a wave. 
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“Man, three giris here already? Wow,” Rich said, “your dick’s gonna fall off before this 
{rip is over. So, is the Red Light District open 24 hours a day?” 

“No. It shuts down from around 3.am to 10." 

“What, do the whores have to punch a clock,” Wayne asked. 

“1m still shocked you've been able to get with that many girls in the short time we've 
been here,” Rich added, 

“Don't get too jealous, baby,” Ginger said. 

“One was from Latvia, one from Italy, and one from the Czech Republic.” 

“You're like the UN of cock,” Wayne remarked. 

“Go ahead and get it out of your system,” Ginger groaned, “before you get married and 
break some girl's heart.” 

“Really? | would think that any girl who's marrying Pete would be heartbroken before 
she even makes it to the altar.” 


Chapter Two 


“We've only been here a few days, and it looks like you guys have moved in,” Rich said 
as the three men sat in Pete and Wayne's hotel room, just down the hall from Rich and 
Ginger's. 

“Don't blame us if your Girlfriend makes you clean while you're on vacation.” Pete said 

“That concert was fucking awesome. Combichrist is amazing,” Wayne said, 

“Yeah, but they put on a better show when they played at the Recher last month,” Pete 
added. 

“Still, that was incredible. Ginger had a blast. She's totally wiped,” Rich said 

“Dude, she's asleep? We should hit the district," Pete said 

“You're right. Let's fucking do it,” Rich agreed. 

“We should get a move on then, it's already after 1." 

“Do you really think that she'll stay asleep until you get back?" Wayne asked, 

“if not, Ill think of something other than ‘I was banging a whore’ to tell her.” 

‘They head out and make their way to the section of town known as ‘The Red Light Dis- 
trict’ It lies just a few blocks away from their hotel, the NH Grand Krasnapolsky. Earlier in 
the week the four friends had all toured the district together. Pete and Wayne were visiting 
itdaily though and, by now, both men had slept with a number of women there. Rich wasn't 
content with just looking, and since he was now given this opportunity; he was going to 
take it. With Ginger in tow, he couldn't rack up numbers like Pete and Wayne, but he 
wanted to sleep with at least one prostitute on this trip. Maneuvering the maze of streets 
and alleyways, the men once again thrill to the sights of young scantily clad women selling 
themselves behind the glass doors and windows that line the district. It seemed that behind 
every bend and corner was a girl prettier than the last. The Red Light girls, wearing lingerie 
or some other Sexy attire, would try to get the attention of various passersby (usually 
groups of men) by posing seductively and tapping on the glass of their doors. Men gather 
around and ogle the young women, until someone takes the girl up on the offer of her body 
for cash, and the curtain goes shut. 

‘The three friends intend on looping the district at least once, before each choosing a 
girl. But Wayne quickly finds an oriental girl that he had noticed earlier, just after he had 
been with another girl. He decides to get with her. Pete tells Rich what to expect when 
making a deal with these girls, once Rich sees a tall dark haired beauty that he likes, and 
decides that she’s the one he wants to buy. Pete leaves him with the girl, and resumes his 
‘own window shopping. He wanders away from the busy main streets lining the canals, and 
finds his way down some narrow alleys. Down one of these, he previously noticed a petite 
and very young looking girl wearing a Schoolgirl outfit. But the curtain on the school girs 
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door is closed, indicating that she's with a customer. Pete decides to stick close by, hoping 
to get with the girl after she finished with her current client. 

He walks one alley after another, and revels in his surroundings. He loves Amsterdam 
He's never been any place like this. There is a completely foreign feel to the place, with 
centuries old buildings lining canals, storefronts that seem more like street vendors with an 
address, and the open use of marijuana. But the most significant difference, to him, is legal 
prostitution. While it existed in this harbor city, probably forever, it's been legal the Nether- 
lands since 1830. He wonders how many women have sold their bodies here, over the 
centuries. He sure that not every girl is as willing as she would seem. He can't help his 
‘own lust though, and knows that Amsterdam will forever be his preferred vacation spot from 
here on. Groups of men walk down the alleys alongside of him; all greedily admiring the 
women behind the glass doors. 

In his meanderings, he eventually finds himself alone and in an alley that he hadn't no- 
ticed before. He makes his way down the narrow brick passage, reflecting on the fact that 
the sounds of the city seem muffied here. The air is still and the damp brick of the walls in- 
still in him the impression that he’s entering a cave or catacomb He's about to turn back, 
disappointed that this may be a regular alley without prostitutes, when he turns a corner to 
a dead end. There is a single glass door in the wall facing him and behind it is a black 
haired girl wearing a latex catsuit. As soon as he sees her, he wants her. He walks up as 
she opens the door to let him in. 


Chapter Three 


“Dude, don't get too hung up on this chick. She’s a prostitute, remember,” Wayne said 
as he laid back on his hotel room bed, “i's just like when | was going out with that stripper, 
Betty. It's a wild ride, but these girls are damaged goods. Your girl's probably fucking some 
guy right now. Sorry man, that's just how it is.” 

“I'm cool. | get all that. I'm just really drawn to her. Plus that was the best sex I've ever 
had. | can't get her out of my mind. 

Aknock on the door stops the discussion, and Wayne opens the door to Rich. 

“Hey guys. I'm heading down to the store. Either of you want to come with?” He asked. 

“Yeah, I'll go,” Wayne said. “Pete, are you sticking around for a bit?" 

“Yeah, I'm not heading out until later tonight.” 

“Alright. I'm leaving my key card here then.” 

“Hey man, get me some more of that fucking cheese, the Gouda. | think I'm just gonna 
live off of that shit for the rest of the trip; that and those wheat crackers,” Pete said. 

“Running a little short on prostitute money, or are you saving up for a doctor's visit?” 
Rich asked. 

“Well, it can't hurt to hold on to a bit more cash. | met the whore of my dreams last 
night,” Pete said. 

“They're all a dream. The one | got with was incredible. Mmmm. Oh my God, why did | 
have to bring Ginger along? | really want to fuck at least one more before we leave. As itis, 
I'm surprised that she didn't catch on last night.” 

“Hey Pete, don't marry this girl before we get back,” Wayne said as he and Rich leave 
the room. 

Pete starts to get ready for a shower, when there's another knock on the door. Ginger is 
standing there wearing nothing but a towel that's hardly covering her. 

“Ginger, what are you doing?” Pete asked. 

“Look, | know that Rich is your friend. I'm also sure that he’s fucked one girl here al- 
ready. | wouldn't be surprised if he’s heading off to do another right now. Well, | plan on 
naving some fun too, and you're it.” 
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“I know that you like me. Come on baby, before the guys get back.” She lets the towel 
hit the floor, and kneels down in front of him as she starts to unzip his pants. “If you treat 
me right, you never know when you'll have Some more Ginger back in the States.” She 
Teaches inside his pants and pulls out his stiffening cock. Unwilling to protest, Pete closes 
his eyes as Ginger takes his member in her mouth 

For all the sex that he’s been having these last few days, i's all been while using con- 
doms. The warmth and wetness of Ginger's mouth sends waves of ecstasy though Pete's 
entire being. He pulls his pants off, scoops her up, lays her down on the bed, and then 
climbs beside her. He gently massages her breasts before his hands find their way to her 
vagina. He wants to ask her if she's sure about this, but he’s afraid the answer might be no. 
Her hips move against the rhythm of his hands. He kisses her and her tongue makes its 
way into his mouth. He bites her lips with a quick nip as he rams his cock inside of her. His 
thrusts are deep and powerful, and it feels as if he’s melting away. They find their rhythm 
and, after some time, eventually orgasm together. Almost immediately afterwards, she’s 
laughing due to sheer pleasure. 

“See honey,” She said. “there's more to me than meets the eye.” 

“Ti say. Oh my God Ginger, you're amazing.” 

“You just remember that when you're out with your whores. We'll do this again some- 
time. But right now, I'd better get back to my room.” 


Chapter Four 


Pete leaves his three friends smoking pot in the Greenhouse coffee shop. Once again 
he enters the red light district intending on having sex with a prostitute. The district is 
‘crowded and many of the curtains are drawn. As usual the available girs all try to get his, 
attention. But he walks by without checking them out as he normally would. Right now he's 
only interested in seeing the girl that he slept with last night. She said that her name was 
Kim and that she was from Germany. It's early enough that he’s sure he'll be able to get 
with her, as long as she's working. 

He sees the gil in the schoolgiri uniform, and as tempting as she is, he passes her by. 
He believes that he sees in her a look of recognition. He feels that he should try to get with 
her before he leaves in a couple of days; and possibly the midget as well. After all, how 
awesome would that be? 

He finally reaches the hard-to-notice alley. There's a chillin the air, but as he moves to 
zip up his hoodie, he remembers that he'll be undressing soon. He tums the corner and 
finds his girl standing there behind her glass door. She's naked and smiling, and leaning to- 
wards him with her hands pressed against the glass. It's almost like she’s expecting him, or 
hoping for his return, but he’s certain that she's just waiting for any john to come along. 

‘She opens the door and says “I knew you'd come back for me.” 

He chuckles and realizes just how excited he is for this. How excited he is for her. Her 
body is amazing, perfect really. Even though he had slept with Ginger earlier that day, he 
still can't wait to be inside this gir 

‘She lets him in, shuts the door and pulls the curtain closed behind him. 

“Hi Kim,” he said. 

“Oh baby, you do like me.” 

“Of course. You're amazing.” 

“You're sweet. You see I was ready for you. | didn’t even bother to get dressed.” 

“You're incredible in or out of clothes.” 

“You want my sweet pussy, don't you? You can put the money on the table and get un- 
dressed.” 

He does as he's told and lies down on the small bed. Straddling one of his legs, she 
leans forward letting him kiss her breasts while she fondies his already stiff penis. Still 


whew 


stroking him with one hand, she places a condom in her mouth and is about to go down on 
him, but suddenly pulls back. 
“You've slept with someone else,” She said after taking the condom out. 
“Umm, yeah. Earlier, but | took a shower since.” 
“But you like this girl.” 
“Yes, she's my friend.” 
“Not a prostitute? Do you love her?” 
“No, she's just a friend.” 
“You should save all your love for me. Do you think you would like that?" 
“Kim, you are incredible. | could see being with you forever.” 
“Really? Okay, we should fuck now. Lie back.” 


Chapter Five 


“Oh my God,” Pete said, holding his head, sick with the news he’s just received. 

"Yeah, we went back to The Pancake House for breakfast and she ended up having a 
fight with the waitress. She couldn't get the waitress to understand that they left the bacon 
out of her crépe. All of a sudden, she just starts screaming, and then all this blood starts 
‘coming out of her nose and mouth. Then she just, lke, fell. And that was it.” 

“Holy shit.” 

“She was dead before the paramedics showed up. It was fucking horrible. Rich is out 
{tying to take care of shit now. They're talking aneurysm or some such shit, but she just had 
CAT Scans and MRIs after they were in that car accident last month.” 

“I can't believe it” 

"Yeah, Rich wants to get our flights bumped up and to get home as quick as we can. 
Her parents didn’t even know that she went to Amsterdam. She told them she was going to 
North Carolina to visit Liz, because she knew they would get upset if she told them she was 
taking a vacation with Rich.” 

“Wow, this is just nuts. | have to go tell Kim.” 

“What? What are you talking about? Our friend dies, and you want to go tell your prosti- 
tute! Dude, if you haven't realized this, vacation’s over. Your whore’s not going to care.” 

“No, it's not like that. We really dig each other, and we're going to keep in touch; see 
where it goes.” 

“Are you out of your mind? Can you even hear what you're saying? You have to be here 
when Rich gets back. We could be leaving soon, plus he needs us.” 

“Look, | won't be long. We could end up waiting all day for him to get back, and | really 
have to talk to Kim before we go.” 


Pete heads back to the district. He can't believe Ginger’s dead. This is horrible, but he 
has to see Kim at least once more before leaving. He doesn't know why he's so infatuated 
with her; this is the way magnets must feel. He wonders if he'll forget about her once he's 
back in the states. Passing schoolgin girl, he thinks he sees a flash of, what... anger, fear? 
But he must just be projecting his own conflicted emotions onto the girl. He walks down that 
hidden alleyway and once again Kim is standing there, leaning expectantly with her hands 
‘on the glass. This time she's back in her catsuit. Her face lights up with a huge grin as he 
makes his way around the bend. 


“He did what,” Rich asked. 
“He went back to talk to that prostitute,” Wayne said. 
“Talk? Yeah right. More like fuck her again. | can't believe him. I don’t have time for his, 
bullshit” 
“He said he'll be back soon.” 


“Well, they cleared her body to be retumed, and | was able to get the airline to allow us 
on an earlier fight. | really need to fly back with the body. Fuck. I can’t believe this shit.” 

“Don't worry man. We're all going back. We'll help you through this. Do you want me to 
pack up your stuff?" 

“No, I can get it. | have a few calls to make anyway. Maybe you should pack Pete's stuff 
in case we have to hurry to the airport.” 

“Okay, I'll take care of it. Just do what you need to, and we'll be ready whenever you 
want us to be. Pete will be here.” 

“Well if he’s not, fuck him.” 


Chapter Six 


Pete walks through the door, and right away Kim is gently rubbing her hands along his 
arms and chest. 

“aha. You do care more for me. | was worried,” she said. 

“What? Of course | do. Look, that friend of mine... well, she died. We may be leaving 
soon, and | need to know how to keep in touch with you. | don't want this to stop here.” 

“No honey, it won't. Not if you really love me and want to be with me forever.” 

“Ido want you. You're incredible. We can make this work. One of us will have to move 
though.” 

“We can worry about that later,” she said. “But first let's celebrate our love. This time | 
want the real you inside of me, no condoms. But only if you really love me. And | will know 
it, ifyou don't” 

Pete momentarily hesitates; he feels that he should stop this, but he knows that he can’t. 
He has only a flicker of doubt regarding the wisdom of not using a condom. Almost without 
realizing it he’s lying down, naked. She climbs on top of him, the black latex of her suit glis- 
tening in the dim light. His hands are all over her, and she repositions herself with her back 
‘towards him. She lies down, partially on top of him, and takes his cock into her mouth. He 
massages her latex covered ass as she sucks him off. 

He tells her that he's ready to enter of her. She climbs off and starts to unzip her suit, but 
he motions for her to come closer. He helps her to unzip the suit and uses the other to ex- 
plore her body, both flesh and latex covered. 

The catsuit eventually comes off and he moves so that she can lie down on the bed. 
She starts a low moan, and while she had always Seemed into it before, he can tell that this 
time she's really letting go. Somehow she seems more vulnerable this time. It's something 
inher expression. He gently opens her legs, and briefly fingers her before they both guide 
his penis into her. The heaven that he felt inside of Ginger pales in comparison to the sen- 
sations that he's feeling now. Maybe he does love her. 

He doesn't notice that the entire room has changed. Even the bed beneath them is dif- 
erent. It's much larger and softer. They're practically sinking into the mattress. The walls 
are stone and mounted torches throw flickering light around the room. Against the walls 
corpses lie in every degree of decomposition. The smell of the dead is oppressive. Yet 
Pete is oblivious to everything except for the girl he's conjoined with. 

“Fill me with your love,” she tells him. 

The rhythms of their lovemaking intensifies and the pair act like animals, biting and 
scratching each other in their passions. She moans loudly and he watches as she bites her 
lip, which he always finds incredibly sexy. He reaches orgasm, and feels that melting fee!- 
ing 

“You'll never choose anyone else over me, right?” 

“Never,” He said and wonders if he can really mean it. 

Pain rises with the doubt, and somehow he knows they're connected. He feels as if he's 
being torn inside out through his penis, as his life essence drains away through his mem- 
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ber. 

“I thought you were the one!” She screams, her mouth open and filled with tong fangs. “I 
was sure.” Her fingers become claws, claws that slide under the skin of his back, ripping it 
to shreds as she bites deep into his neck. He screams, and all rational thought is lost as he 
dies between her legs. 


“Tsk, tsk,” Cyrene said from her vantage point, chained up along the wall. “So many 
‘men, but not one of them who really loves you; even the trolls didn’t want you.” She smiles, 
stretching the leathery skin of her fire scarred face. 

“Shut up,” Aasta said, pushing Pete's corpse off of her where it falls to lie on her latex 
catsuit. Aasta’s features revert back to that of a sweet young girl. “You're the one who took 
all love out of my life. But Ill find him, you'll see.” 

‘Aasta walks up to a mirror mounted onto a nearby column, and stares deeply at her re- 
flection, letting her appearance alter slightly, changing her raven colored hair to blonde. 
Cyrene was right, though Aasta would never admit it. Their lives were interconnected 
somehow, due to the troll curse. Neither would die, while the other yet lived. 

‘Aasta was certain that finding love would save her from this fate. And though she had 
searched for this love over the centuries, she had yet to find it. At least she could use the 
energy drained from these men to keep Cyrene prisoner. She knew that Cyrene’s taunts 
were done so with the hope of angering Aasta to the point of making a mistake, allowing 
Cyrene to break free. The initial anger that Aasta felt towards Pete had tumed cold. She 
looks down at the small table in front of her. 

Aasta takes up the silver dagger that had been plunged into her mother's heart, and 
walks over to stand in front of Cyrene. Aasta licks the dagger, and then rams it into her pris- 
oner's sex. Cyrene cries out with no one, besides Aasta, to hear her screams. 


~Fints ~ 


Papa Boar. You're, Just Right! by Gil Fong 


Bread Crumbs by E. Doyle-Gillospio 


The children are different now, 
stringy and frail, 

their dirty fingers 

angrily forcing 

at her door, 

or playing with the latch 
that holds the window closed. 
They have fith 

in the their clothes, 

and in their skin, 

and the girls 

curse at their brothers 

to “hurry the fuck up.” 
Hurry up as they steal 
from an old woman's 
Etting Street row home. 
And she waits for them 
at night. 

The throwaway children 
are different now, 

but they stil follow a trail, 
lose their way, 

and scream 

in the ramshackle kitchen 
as she rolls them 

in her sugary dough 

and stokes the hearth of 
a black and ancient oven. 


elektroschock 
t i, ht of ch nth at 
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with DJs Neskz lai and Cerberus 


The Midas Jouck: a modern fable by Larbara Friedland 


JESSICA ALISON, nee Jane Anne after two maiden aunts, surveyed her image in the 
mirror. 


As she squinted through the lilac tinted contacts, she gazed lovingly and yet critically at the 
image before her. 


The problem, she thought, was her weight. Only a few, well maybe fifteen pounds over 
what all insurance companies and personal trainers believed she should be 


Alas, she struggled with this battle every day. 

“ Life,” Jessica Alison announced to no one in particular, * is unfair.” 
Her mousy brown hair, dyed a rich auburn, shone as the carefully stroked tresses lay per- 
fectly straight. Through an austere and arduous regime, Jessica Alison had tamed her 
curly, sometimes frizzy, locks. 


Her complexion, hidden under artfully applied make-up looked perfect and the permanent 
tattoo eyeliner insured glamour even as she slept. 


The problem was the extra poundage that Jessica Alison carried around. 
Back to her thoughts of injustice. 

“Why can't I have my stomach tied, or cut or whatever they do. What kind of weight fas- 
cists determine that someone has to be 100 pounds over their ideal weight to get this oper- 
ation?” 


Jessica Alison sulked. She was used to fixing her problems with money and other people's 
talents not through her own effort. 


And the issue was that Jessica Alison loved to eat. Calories and health were not her con- 
cern. 


‘She needed a doctor to make her own body reject extra poundage automatically no matter 
how many brownies she had just consumed. 


‘Science had helped her before. 


Contacts gave her perfect vision plus lavender Liz Taylor eyes. Or maybe Liv Tyler. Jes- 
sica Alison couldn't remember which one 


Through purple-colored lenses, she looked beautiful 
Everything else was perfect. 
But how was Jessica Alison going to marry George Clooney or Brad Pitt if she wasn'ta 


size 0? 
~60~ 


The fact that she did not know either man, with one being a confirmed bachelor and the 
other in love with a beautiful woman and committed to their half dozen children, did not 
faze her. 

She was certain that someone amazing would scoop her up. 

Maybe President Obama would leave his family and start dating white women. 

The actual husband did not matter as long as he was rich and famous. 


President Obama and Brad Pitt did present problems. Both had children that might prevent 
either one from devoting his entire life to her. 


And George Clooney ran around Asia or Africa, or somewhere, talking about hunger, or 
poverty or something. 


‘So her nuptials to some fabulous man would be a surprise, like a fairy tale. 
But this is a modem saga. Complete with all the elements of a morality fable. 


At that moment Jessica Alison's fairy godmother, in the form of a personal shopper from 
‘Saks, appeared, 

Korini can barely smile due to all the Botox and plastic surgery. Her elegant Versace suit 
makes her look like a cross between an accountant and a prostitute. She appeared to be 
‘30 but was actually 3000 years old. 


Korini, in an “lam your father” Darth Vader voice, announces that she is the ever-desired 
fairy godmother. But then she forgets the story arc. 


As she sips her latte through a straw, Kortni tells Jessica Alison that she will be visited by 
three ghosts: the past, the present and the future. 


“Yeah, yeah,” Jessica Alison snorts. “ Ignored dying mother, | am a derivatives trader at 
Goldman Sachs, will cheat orphans and baby seals out of the money in my father’s will 
Past, present and future. Got it.” 

Korini, aka fairy godsister as she has now decided to be called, looks at her notes. 

“Okay, you must trade your etemal soul for what | can offer you.” 


“Done and done. * Jessica Alison examines her acrylic nails and sighs. “What next, lo- 
custs and frogs?” 


Korini looks impressed. 
“Good biblical reference, but no. How is your knowledge of Greek mythology?” 
Jessica Alison, for all her preoccupation, had been educated at the finest schools. 
“Okay what, Sisyphus, Odysseus, the kid who flew too close to the sun? Which one?” 


Korini attempts to smile, but her face remains frozen from the skin injections and gives up. 


~6l~ 


“No, | am referring to King Midas and the golden touch.” 
“Wow, I can turn anything into gold. Wait, let me get the plated jewelry.” 


Korini pauses. “No, you will not have that power since you would not mourn anyone whom 
you accidently rubbed against and changed into this metal. Also, Lean Cuisine has so 
many chemicals that it would resist the spell. Thus, unlike the King of Crete, you could 
continue to eat.” 


Both women simultaneously pull a mirror out of their purses. Kortni tries to frown about the 
dark circles under her eyes. Jessica Alison just plumps her lips several times. 


“You have wanted a fast and easy way to lose weight without any personal sacrifice. 
‘So, through the power of overpriced designer clothes, body wraps and yoga-Pilates, | offer 
the following: 


For each and every word you utter, you will lose a half pound. Twenty words equal ten 
pounds.” 


Kortni was pleased with her gift but Jessica Alison was horrified. 

“Iwill die. Are you crazy? * 
Both women glared at the other 
‘She did not want to say it aloud, but Jessica Alison always pitied her friends who threw up 
the three pizzas that they just wolfed down or psychologically could not make themselves 
eat. 
In fact, she had been thinking how gaunt the other woman standing before her looked. But 
Jessica Alison was now too scared to say anything about the magical Kortn's ultra slim ap- 
pearance. 
Not only was Jessica Alison aware that poundage would melt off her body as she spoke, 
but she was certain that all the weight loss from the soul-wish exchange would be deducted 
from the place she could least afford it- her chest. 


Jessica Alison started to panic. She added up all the catty meows she purred even before 
breakfast. To simply comment on her best friend's boob job would slice 30 or 50 pounds off. 


What to do? 


Korini looked compassionately at Jessica Alison. Or maybe it was just the extricated back 
molars and sunken cheekbones that made her seem empathetic. 


“Never wish for something that you don’t truly understand. Like marrying George 
Clooney. Really, he would rarely be home, cheat on you constantly and | hear that al- 
though he is a great lover, there is always a large wet spot on the bed afterwards.” 


Kortni smiled knowingly locked in a trance. Her eyes softened as if remembering a pleasant 
night, many years before. 


“What about me?" Jessica Alison shrieked. “Your so-called spell is going to kill me.” 


vG20 


Her fairy goddaughter Kortni thought that was the best action was to try to calm the other 
down. 


“Honey, we are all going to die.” 
“But not from ordering in a French restaurant.” 
Korini tried to sneer, but her cheeks felt like they were locked in cement. 


“Asa tule, it is never a good idea to give up your soul for anything. Especially without 
hearing the terms of the deal.” 


Jessica Alison wailed, “after all, | only have to lose 3 or 4 pounds.” 


Her fairy granddaughter peered at her, and narrowed her eyes as much as the brow lift 
would allow. “Only three or four, my dear?” Kortni paused. 


“Okay, here is how we remedy the curse, | mean wish. You will only lose a half a pound if 
you say one particular word.” 


“Which one?" Jessica Alison wanted to know. 

“How about ‘I’, first personal singular. Just craft your conversations about others. 
Focus on them. Be interested in friends, family and even strangers, Ask questions and 
delve into their lives. If you transform your nature, you could live for 50 years without ever 
uttering “” again.” 


Jessica Alison was dead by nightfall 


~ Finis ~ 


Barbara Friedland has dedicated her life to words, in all iterations. She just 
completed her first novel: A Member of the Force. 


From the harbor to the hills, 
SMILE, HON, YOU'RE IN 
BALTIMORE! 
collects the tales of those 
or whom Mobtown has left 
her indelible mark: 
polished, professional es- 
Isays, barroom sermons de 
livered from the sanctity of 
a favorite stool, the poet's 
fleeting sentiment captured! 
in both word and snapshot 


a slice of Baltimore as told 
by Baltimore, all presented 
with the time-honored, 
DIY accessibility of a lim- 
ited-run, handcrafted zine. 
http://www.eightstone- 
press.com/ 


Tales of Blood and Roses 
is now being published by 
Unpopular Publications. 
As ToBaR has grown, we 

have been awarded the 
opportunity to expand 
with other publications. 


WHAT FEARS BECOME, available in trade paperback and 
Kindle editions, 382 pages, Imajin Books. 

Anyone that knows me knows that I have a problem: | 
can never get enough books. | own a library of thousands 
of titles. But what people probably don't know is that among 
all these books, my favorite and most cherished are the 
short story collections. Books like Joseph Payne Brennan's 
THE SHAPES OF MIDNIGHT, David G. Hartwell's THE 
DARK DESCENT and Paul M. Sammon's SPLATTER 
PUNKS. Everything by Poe, Lovecraft, and Howard! They 
shaped me into the writer | strive to be. There are some 
fantastic horror novels to be sure, but to my mind horror 
works best in the short form. And you can't ask for a better 
collection than this, 

WHAT FEARS BECOME is an anthology from THE 
HORROR ZINE, an incredible website founded by editor 
Jeani Rector. It was shortlisted by THE BRITISH FANTASY 
SOCIETY for their Best Magazine category in 2012, and this 
isa printed example of what makes THE HORROR ZINE so 
great. This collection of stories, poems, and art features 
some of the biggest names in horror and fantasy today - Joe 
R_ Lansdale, Bentley Little, Graham Masterton, Ramsey 
‘Campbell, Metanie Tem, Piers Anthony, Conrad Williams, 
Elizabeth Massie, Ronald Maffi, Cheryl Kaye Tardif, and 
‘Scott Nicholson - alongside a bunch of up-and-coming au- 
thors, 

WHAT FEARS BECOMES is everything I love about an- 
thologies. As | settled down with the book, it was a bit like 
being set adrift in some demonic ocean, as wave after wave 
of horrors swept over me. Right at the beginning is the evil 
“Bast by Christian A. Larsen, a perfect lead-in to the terrors 
that follow. Terrors like “The House at the End of Smith 
Street’ by Stephen M. Dare. And just try not to think of ‘A 
Bad Stretch of the Road’ by Dean H. Wild as you drive. 

‘The masters tum in their usual excellent work as well 
There's the unnerving ‘Dogleg’ by Bentley Little; ‘Christen- 
ing’, a gripping tale of a haunted pregnant mother by Scott 
Nicholson; and ‘Reflection of Evil by Graham Masterson. 
Aspiring authors may worry a bit after reading Ramsey 
‘Campbell's ‘Next Time You'll Know Me.’ There's the won- 
derful ‘Fish Night’ by Joe R. Lansdale, and I never met a 
Lansdale that | didn’t like. But hey, he ruined me years ago 
by writing one of my favorite stories ever. 

‘The poems are top notch too. ‘A Guide for Ethical Zom- 
bie Murder’ by Emon Anthousis, is wickedly funny; and 
TALES OF BLOOD AND ROSES readers will already be fa- 
miliar with the work of John Grey. 

‘The book wraps up with some wonderful artwork and two 
great contributions by Ms. Rector. The mood of ‘The House 
on Henley Way’ in particular had me devouring the story in 
guips. WHAT FEARS BECOME is a welcome addition to sit 
beside my other treasured anthologies 

~ Jeffrey L. Shipley 


News ~ 


And it's with great pleasure that I relate the following. Back when Tales of Blood and 
Roses, issue no. 1 was released, it was sent out to various publications for review. One of 
these was Bookgasm (www.Bookgasm.com) where it was reviewed by a Mr. Slade 
Grayson. (I know awesome name, right? And it's his real birth name!) Mr. Grayson gave 
us a great review and, among the other nice things that he had to say, complimented Ms. 
Rebecca Urban on her contribution, Shelia. This instigated a correspondence that culmi- 
nated in not only Mr. Grayson's move from Colorado to Maryland, but in an engagement for 
the couple. They fully credit Mr. Rod Lott, Bookgasm’s Editor-in-chief, and myself for 
bringing them together. So when they tie the knot this September, | will be the minister ad- 
ministering the ceremony. Yes, in order to marry these two, I became an ordained minister. 
in... the Church of the Flying Spagetti Monster. Hey, itl be legal! So, now we've tumed a 
reviewer into one of the family. We look forward to whatever little demons these two re- 
lease onto the world; be they flesh and bone, or pen and ink! Be sure to check out his 
book, Blake Twenty-Three, available at http://sladegrayson.com/ Here's the descrip- 
tion: “You know those shadowy government organizations that pop up as villains in spy 
thrillers and suspense movies? Ever wondered what would possess someone to work for 
‘an organization whose main agenda appears to be counterproductive to the good of 
mankind and most of its agents meet violent ends? Meet Agent Blake. He's not the first 
Jasper Blake to work for Argus, or even the second... He's the twenty-third Agent Blake 
and he's determined to outlast his predecessors in a job where his employers are more 
dangerous than his enemies. He's on a mission to save the world, or end it (he's not sure 
Which), while he simultaneously re-examines the life choices that led to his present 
predicament. Blake Twenty-Three is a character study masquerading as a pulp action spy 
novel.” 

~ Rev. Jeffrey L. Shipley 


The Devil says Jeffrey L. Shipley made him do it! Read more about his insanity at 
www.JeffreyLShipley.com 


Nancy O. Greene started writing at the age of nine. Her short story collection, 
Portraits in the Dark, received a brief mention in The Year's Best Fantasy and Horror 
2007. Other works have appeared in or are upcoming in ChiZine; Lovecraft eZine; 
Cemetery Dance; Tales of Blood and Roses; Haunted: 11 Tales of Ghostly Horror, 
‘Shroud Publishing's The Terror at Miskatonic Falls; Dark Recesses; Flames Rising; 
and Smile, Hon, You're in Baltimore. She has a BA in Cinema (Critical Studies) and a 
minor in English (Creative Writing) from the University of Southern California. 


lannabelle Lee has a new favorite word. It is imbriferous, meaning rain-bringing, showery. 
Tales of Blood and Roses is an imbriferous magazine of blood peltering you with love. 
Sometimes she thinks life is like a twisted a fairy tale, hiding in the comer of your eye, 
where the edges blur between the image and the wizard behind the curtain. 
‘You'll never turn your head fast enough to see it. 


Pippy Rockwell is beautiful, dangerous, and can count to infinity! 


As always, thanks to the contributors, staff, and supporters of ToBaR. 
Thanks to William P. Tandy and Davida Gypsy Breier for their help and guidance. 


MARYLAND 
WRITERS' 
ASSOCIATION 


PO Box 41671, Baltimore, MD 21203 
www.marylandwriters.org 
Find us on Twitter and Facebook 


‘The Maryland Writers’ Association is made up of a diverse group of 
writers — from professional freelancers and published authors to 
writers who aspire to be published someday and those who write 
solely as a creative outlet, 


We hail from all over Maryland, as well as Washington, DC, Virginia, 
Pennsylvania, and Delaware. We write nonfiction and fiction, 
including novels, short stories, poetry, plays, scripts, speeches, feature 
articles, and essays. Some of us work in specific genres such as 
romance, science fiction, horror, fantasy, children's literature, travel 
writing, and biography. 


All MWA members enjoy access to: 


Monthly regional chapter meetings 
Forums to present your creative work 

Writing contests with cash prizes 

Pen in Hund, MWA's quattetly newsletter 
Discounted fees to MWA-sponsored events 
Discounted registration for MWA's annual 
Maryland Writers Conference 

Marketing opportunities at art and literary festivals 
Networking with other writers online and in person 
Links to your website from ones 


all for only $40 year! 


dedicated to 
the art, business, and craft 
of writing 


since 1988 


& Once upo: upon @ time... 


it all went horribly wrong, tt gets fed up with 
Péter Pan, aud Slaopings Beauty mcvet Wantaloalody 

again. Yet Goldilocks and Prince Charming get what 
they want. Hore there be nionstors, witches, and fairy 
godmothers; alongside fish-wives and pig-men. Tales 
ob icteciecd! Wend foxthaysendle dash estonia 


What the critics have said ahont ToBaR: 
TA] xine toset the brains of horror fanson fireO2 pages packed full 
-with poetry, prose, ast, pics and cartoons loosely based around 
hallmarks of this jenre,all delivered with 
exceptional post-nomnal bleeding-edge quality—" 
~Zack Kopp, THE EXAMINER 


‘TY]ou're not going to find a collection of work this diverse, 
{interesting and thought-provoking anywhere ese 
‘IsMargland’sbest-kept-but-not for-long secret” 

~Slade Grayson, BOOKCASM. 


‘Thope they get to keep publishing this forthe reat of their lives 


and beyond!” 


~Jake Austen, ROCTOBER MAGAZINE, 


Tales’ maiden sm, "Love Cone Wrong!” 
flexes plenty ofliterati muscle” 
~Jevard Fagerherg, THE BALTIMORECITY PAPER 


‘Tales of Blood and Roses i something of an 
‘erotic/hormr/goth version of Reader's Digest." 
~ Andy Conway, RAZORCAKE 


‘Tdoalways enjoy food writing which thiszine provides” 
~ErieLyden, XEROGRAPHY DEBT 
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